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To the Right Honorable 
A TL GERNON, 


| Earl of Eſſex, Viſcount Malden, Ba: 


ron Capell of Hadham, and Lord 
Lieutenant of Hertford. xe” 
MTY*LI4 D,:;s. 
Should be very PT” 
for the many extraordinary 
Favors, which Your Lord- 
ſhip has oiten ſhower dupon me, 
if I omitted ſtudying aHl man- 
ner of ways to lay my Faithful 


< +. 4. , w# 


| Acknowledgments at Your Ft 


who nave [5 often been pl ke 
ed to honor me with Your Co 


following Prems with Your: 
A 1 lowance, 


a rr CCEIIOES 


Eoiſtle Pedidaory. 
lowance, and Applauſe : And | 


| ſince a Por r can. no better | 
way expreſs his Gratitude, than 
by an humble Addreſs and De- 
dication - of his Endeavors, . be 
ped, , My Lord, to accept this 
Dok, as A Tribute due to'un- 
'| common Merit ; and as an'Of- 
|} fering of Thanks, for the Value 
Your Lordſhi p is pleaſed to ſet 
[| LAs ET RY in General. , 
| Myr Lord, You not only Grace 
ignific my unworthy Poems 
| by Ges Noble Patronage, but 
| arc an Honor to the Age You 
| | lye 3 Its by y thewing fach” an Ex- | 
ampl Ad Love and Inclina- 
[| Hon You have to' Wit and In- 
| | FAwitYs, MM 5 IG 
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Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ting your Own Worth, for ſince 
nothing can more [lluſtrate a 
Young Nobleman, than Arts 
and Sciences; You have taken 
the ſecureſt way by Encourag- 
ing them to declare your Heart 
is not ſet upon the Vanities of 
the World, ſo much, as to flight 
or negle&t the moxe- ſolid Trea- 
ſures of the Soul, Knowledge - 
and Learning. i 

Your Obfervations alſo in : 
your Travels, have given you _ 
a greater Eſtimate than others 
have acquired of the ſame Rank, 
you have brought home more 
than your Self again, Embelliſh- ' 
ments of Languages, together 


| with. a Survey of the Manners 


A 3 and. 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
and Cuſtoms of the People, and 
not like that raw empty-headed 


Tribe,of whom a famous Antique 
Author Writes thus, 


<< nenonece -- A Sordid Crew, 
Who when they Travail to become rare Men, 
Return Improv'd with a new foppiſh Sat, 
Their Brams lie with their Taylor s,and get fancies 
To play the Fool next day in ; be's ſole Heir, 
To all the moral Vertues, that firſt greets 
The lizht with a new Faſhion, which becomes 'em 


Like Monkaes, cover d with the Garbs of Men. 


Your Lordſhip has likewiſe 
been at Rome, without daubing 
your Self with her Rag of Super- 


Mition, or letting your Judgment |} 


be imposd Unon by the Adul- 


terated Sophiltry of Prieſts and | 


Jeſuits: In a Word, My Lord, 
nat IN you 
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Epiſtle Dedicatory. © 
you have = your Race ſo. 
ets that it would appear di- 
rect Malice or Stupidity in any 
one to doubt proceedings an- 
{werable through your Courle of 
Life to come. 
| muſt beſeech your Lordſhip 
not to leta decent Encomnm ſound 
harſhly in your- Ear, nor think 


| theſe Aſſertions Aattery, and on- 


ly natural to Dedications, which 
are really the juſt fect of your 
own Merit, and of my Obſer- 
vation of you,your obliging and 
eaſic Temper, affable and unaffe. 
ctcd Behavior, endearing all that 


have the honor to know ye as 
well as my ſelf, the Continu- 


ance of which Happineſs, and 
A 4 the 


Epiſtle Dedicatory.” | 


_ the ſpeedy crowning of your 


Years to come with bleſſings, in 
the poſſeſſion of a Noble and. 
Beautiful Partner, ſhall be the 
oreatelt Joy and Satisfaction i ima- 


ginablc to, - 
My Lord, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt obliged, 


moſt intirely Yevoted 


humble Servant, 


T. Durfey. 


IT 


— —— 


PREFACE. 


OT being able to Bxcuſe my ſelf from ; 
the Importunity of ſome Perſons of 


Quality, and others of my beſt Friends, whoſe 


obliging Requeſts, as well as generous Sabſeri- 


ptions, have been the chiefeſt Reaſons of my pub- 


| liſhng the following Sheets ; it would be an un- © 


pardonable Fault, and indeed a Preſumption in 
me not to beg the unbiaſ d and Impartial Reader, 
to favor them with hs good Nature, and wink 
at the many Errors and looſe Writing in ſeveral = 
of them, ſome having been written many Vears , 


 ag9,and upon low Subjetts eſpecially the two Bur- 


lelque Letters, which were written for a "_ 
in haſte, and upon a Subje& given me. 
Ladies too I muſt beg to Pardon me ara i ” 
Copy or two, particularly, Phillidor's Tale 
True Intrigue, Page 40. which was turn'd 
into Verſe from the Story which the __ 
Mm- 


PREFACE. 
| himſelf told me, and though the Freedom of it 
| may diſoblige ſome of the Niceſt of the Fair Sex, 
' who will be noted to underſtand more than they 
hould, yet 'tis my hope, that the more Judicious 
will only look upon it as it is, a piece of Mirth, 
and a natural Deſcription of a Comicai Accident, 
or elſe, which is much better, forbear looking 
on it at all, and ſo be accounted extraordinary for 
ſuppreſſing a Curioſity, which it was never known 
a Woman was Capable of doing before. In Col- 
leftions of this Nature, both good and bad, wan- 
ton and ſerious, generally mix, thoagh not with 
the Author's liking, yer for the Scationer's ad- 


f 
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| 


there are ſome others that will make amends, 
| viz. The Eflay im Defence of Verle, The E- 
. legy on the Duke of Ormond ; The Dream 
The Ode to the King, Page 180, &c. which 
have had the good Fortune to be approv d of and 


| try theſe latter Ages have producd; and 
'' will, T hope, find the ſame ſucceſs with the In- 
genious Reader; Though I muſt confeſs the 


firſt is a Theme of that Value, that it were fab. 
| er 


wantage of ſwelling the Book, in which, T hope, 


- commended by ſome of the beſt Judzes of Poc- | 
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PREFACE. 
ter to employ the Inimitable Pen of Mr. Dryden, ? 


than any Poet of a meaner Claſs, the Sordid 


Enemies of this Noble Art beinz ſo numerous, 
and conſequently the defence of ut ſo much the 
more dificult ; This has given me occaſion to 
recount in the aforeſaid Eflay the nature 0 


the Criticks and Judges of the former Golden 


Age, and compare them with our preſent Iron 
one, VIZ. | 


The Sober Criticks were all Judges then, 
And what they cavill'd at, could well maintain :* 
Inſteuction, and not Envy fill'd their Minds; 


! The Wits, and would be Wits, were diflerent kinds: 


Reaſon and Judgment founded their Diſputes, 
And Orpheus there was ſafe amongſt the Brutes; 
Bur here where Routs of Bachanals do throng ; 
Alas, what Orphexs can detend his Song ! Sc. 


moſt of our Town Wits Criticiſms upon Poetry, 
not throuzh any ſolid Underſtanding they have 
of the matter, but to infmuate a Value of their 
Eminent Parts into ſome unheedmng Auditor, that 
eafily could, but thinks it loſs of time to contra- 
dick them. 


Thus has dejeted Poetry, m this Age, very 


few or no real Friends ; Thoſe that judicially 


can 


PREFACE 
can: correct Errors, bemg modeſtly unwilling to 
expoſe them, an4 thoſe that cannot, moſt -1m- 
pudently too for ward m pretending to it ; like a 
+ Country Clown at Cidgels with a Maſter of De- 
ence ſtill ſtriking without Fear or Wit, though 
every blow the Blood runs about bis own Ears, 
Crd his want of Skill,and ridiculous Raſhneſs. 
. The Odes and Songs that I bave bere pub- 
liſh'd, have, Tthank my Fortune, as well as thoſe 
formerly printed, generally pleas d the Town, 
and though ſome may appear a little rough 
and unpoliſh'd in the Reading, the amends 1s 
made when they are Sung, for I have $tll 
| taken care to. put ſome Fancy and Thought 
in them, and the Judicious are ſenjble that tis 
no eaſie matter, nor #5 it every one's Talent to con- 
\ fine Senſe and ſmooth Verſe to Notes,the quality of 
\ performing it weil, being as par ticular as difficult. 
It does not, thank my Stars, afffick me 
much to knw , thit a certam wery un- 
weildy Author of this Age, has heen this Ten 
Tears pecking at me about this matter, though 
with as little Succeſs as be bad Reaſon to do ſo, 
T having no Correſpondency with him, nor to the 
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the moſt notorious, or in his own Phraſe; moſt 


PREFACE. 
beſt of my Memory, have any of our Brethern 
ever Flven him any occaſion to ſhew the ſcurrs« 
lity of his Satyr, in expreſſing himſelf m ſuch 
Tropes as theſe, Fellows of no Genius ,yelping 
Curs, Paraſites, Knaves, Cc. nor dns it con _ 
cern 145 at all to hrow whether Poeritto or Poets 
dungus, be the beſt name for a comical Author, 
we have, Tthink, two ways to expound him, and ] 
I ſuppoſe he is pleaſed to new baptize us, either, | 
for diminutive Wits, or Perſons: if for the firſt 
we muſt comfort our ſelves, and be mſtrufted © 
as well as we can ; but for my own part if te 


laſhes me for want of ſrape, that I confeſs trom 


him troubles me extremely. 


I am mot very uneaſie neither to have it judo d 
whether my Grubſtreer Songs, as ke hints as 
them, or his late Grabſtreer Anniverſary Ode be 


like the Stile of Tom Farthing : 1 know what 
the Town ſays. And fince it has ſufficiently ex 
pos'd its own defedts, 1 ſhall think my Injury wes 
veng'd t the full, and therefore reſt ſatisfied till 
farther Provocation. 


There is no Paſjion incident to Hh 


FS 


PREFACE. 


of ſo low and baſe a degree as Malice, which Tt 
could laſh to the quick; nor would the Title of 
Poet Laureate, and Hiſtoriographer Royal, 
at all deter me from a Juſt 'Keſentment, if I 
had not an awful Veneration for that noble Patron 
of Wit and Poetry, whoſe Indulgence and excellent 
Nature has been the occaſion of beſtowing ſo great 
a Bounty where it is, and I ſhall rather believe 
fit the juſt reward of Merit and Loyalty, . as ſome 
would fain have tt thought, than doubt m the leaſt 


the Juſtice or Judgment of a Noble Man, be- 


lov'd, reverencd, and admir d, by all that ever | 


had any true Pretences toWit or Learning, | 
And now, 1 think, "tis time to beg the Reader s 
Pardon for this Protixity, which 1 could not avoid 
baving been ſo often affronted without any cauſe 
given, and once more deſire his Favor on the fol- 
lowing Sheets, with a fauhful Promiſe, that when 
next 1 trouble the Preſs it ſhall be on a Subje&t 
that ſhall leſs ti e his Patience, and give him much 


more Everſon. | 
Vale. 
ERRATA. 


Age 23.1. 12. for adſurd read abſurd : p. 31. 1.2. becauſe no praiſe, 
' read fince no juſt praiſe : pag, 36. L. 7. fatal ſtrife, read fate at 


"ſtrife : Pp. 129. I. I 3. 714), read much : P. 130. A 5. May, read much : * 


P.137.1. 13. Ears, read Tears : p. 145+ l. 4. 35, read are: p.149-l 9. 
folels, read wilely : p. 166. 1.11, fawn'd, read fann'd. 
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07 New Eſſay in defence of Verſe, with a Satyr upon the Ene- 
mies of Poetry, ES Page 1. 

nt I An Ode to the Queen,excellently ſet to Muſick; by M. H. Purcel. p.19. 


The Author anſwers his Friend who blames him for not ſinging when 
at deſired, he contradifts the Third Satyr of Horace, _ with 


Ye Omnibus hoc vitium eſt Cantoribus inter Amicos, &c. He defends 
Tigellius, and proves that Horace had no aftual Skill in vocal 

ne Muſick, P- 22. ' 
To the Right Honorable the Earl of Radnor on his Marriage. p. 28. 
/t Toa La$ twitting him with his being peerſh, and having ul Hu- 
mor $. A Parallel  Þ. 35+ 


Ry P. 32. ' : ; 
'- | To the Right Honorable the Lady FE. R. upon her finding 4 Spider im 
er ber Bed. p. 37. Phillidor's Tale of a true Intrigue, Pp. 40. 
A Laſh at Atheiſts ; the Poet Speaking as the Ghoſt of a Quondam 
Libertine, ſuppoſed to be the late VE. of R. reflets on that part of 
Seneca's Troas, beginning at Poſt mortem. nihil eſt ipſaque Mors” 


rs nhil, £9c. P. 54- To Cyntia. P. 59. 
Md | Prologue by way of Satyr ſpoken before King Charles II. at New-Mar- 
et. Pp. 69, 
i/e \Epithalamium on the Marriage of the Right Honorable the Lady 
/ Eflex Roberts. P. 63. 
0'- F Paid for Peeping 3 a Poem occaſion*d by a Peeping hole into a Cham- 
ber where a beautaful young Lady lodged, through which, undif- 

en 4 | 
covered, I could obſerve all her Aftions. p. 67. Song. P. 74s 
Cf RE Againſ? Free Will. Pp. 76. A Song. P- 77. 
A Song b; way of Dialogue between a Town Spark and his Miſs. p.78. 
< To Cynthia, a Song. Pp. 7% 


A Mock Song to, when firſt Amintor Su'd for a K3ſs, &c. p. $0. 
Epilogue to the Opera of Dido and Aneas, perform'd at Mrs. Priefts 
Boarding-School at Chellſey. ſpoken by the Lady Dor. Burke. pe. $2. 
Loves Revenge ; a Song admirably ſet by Dr. John Blow. p. 34. 
Epſom Wells; a Satzr by way of Dialogue berween Critick, and 


iſe, Fame. p. 36. 
e a8 | Pro/ogue 


"Oo EIROIr Fi Re + = 4 ——— 


The SouTreSrs. 


ny ne by M. Haines to Trapolin;or a Dukg and no Duke. p.38. 
An E 


egy on the Death of that true Perfetion of Beauty and Goodneſs 
the Lady Eiſlex Speccot, who died of the Small-Pox after hei 


Marriage. | Pp. 91 
Ari Ode to my much honored friend Sir Thomas Garrard, Baronet, 
upon his Clima#terical Tear. P- 97- 
The King's Health z 'a Catch ſung in parts. p- 98. 
A Lerter written for a Friend to one in Town, being a Satyr on Ding- 
. boy, and a Rampant Widow, 1685. p. Ioo. 
To «be Right Honorable the Lady Olympia R. on her Genius #n 
Paetry. | | Pp. T1» 
An Eprlogue intended for the 3 Dukes of Dunſtable, and to be ſpoken 
by M. ord, zz a long Presbyterian Cloak, p. 112 
Another intended for the ſame. Pp. 115- 

The Dream, or Celladon's Complaint of Morpheus to the Aſſembly 1 
the Gods. p. 116. To Cinthia. p. 129. 
A Letter written for a Lady in an{/mer to a Friend. P. 130. 


The Farmer's Daughter, a Song ſet to a Pleaſant Scotch Time. p. 132. 
Epithalamium ow the Marriage of the Lord Morpeth wth the Lady 
Ann Capel. 5, Ids : * A Song. 138. 
Another ſet to a pieaſant Scorch Tume p.139. The Moral:ſt,a Song.p-141. 
The old Fumbler ; 4 Song ſet by Mr. Henry Purcel. P- 142» 
A Dialogue be: ween Philander and Silvia, ſer to an excellent Scorch 
Tune 2Þe 143- Secend Burleſque, Letter. p. 145- 

mn | | _Þ- 159. 

4n Ode tranſlated from Anacrean. p. 1660. To Chloris, a Sop. p. 162. 
To pretty Mrs. H. D. An Ode upon the /ight of her PiQture ſtlandm 
others at My. Knellers ; aud excellently ſet to Muſick 


Mr. Henry Purcel. ol P. 162. 
To Chloris, An Ode ſet to the new Rigg adon. P. 164, 
An Elegy onthe death of the great Ditke of Ormond. p. 165. 


igram on the Sacred Memory of that glorious Patron of Poets, 
greateſt and befi of Monarchs K;1g Charles II. written 1686. p.175. 
An Elegy on the late Holy Father Pope Innocent the 11th. P: 177. 


To the King, an Ode on his Birth d1y. p- 1Bo. 
Thbe Scorch Virago ; a Song ſung to the Queen at Kenſington, the words 
- made co apretty Scotch Tune. p- 183. 
Te Chioris, « Song, tbe words made to the Time.  Þ. 185+ 
4 Catch im 3 parts ſet by Mr. Henry Pureel, and taken from the La- 

nx of Buchanan. p. 18C. 
4 Poem Panegyrical on his Grace the D. of Albemarle. p. 187. 


Adr. Haine's /econd Recantation, a Prologue. Pp. 204: 
| | ANEW 
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62. Upon the Encmies of 
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rds V Hart time was ever bleſt ro that degree 
87 As that fam'd golden Age of Poetry ? 
8.4 When th' Oaken Garland, and the Laurel Crown 


044 Flouriſh'd, as equal Trophies of Renown. 
2. B * When: 


OO DW O— — 


” Miſcellany POEM S$. 
When Great Auga/tus did the Scepter weild, 
And glittering Arts th' Imperial Crown did guild, 
Pocts and Heroes alike honour'd were, 
The one to do great deeds, the other to declare. 
Horace, and Ovid, charm'd the Courtly throng ; 
Majeſtick Marg ſung his lofty Song, 
And by the Worlds great Monarch * was ſograc'd, 
The awful Bard he on his right Hand plac'd. 
Nay even the leſſer Genius was not {corn'd, 
Burt cach to his deſert with praife adorn'd ; 
From Pindar's height, to Cinna's low degree, 
Some Honor ſtill was done to Poetry. 
| TheNation cheriſh'd cach Harmonious firain, 
And Tuncful Numbers charm'd each Intant Brain , 
Whilft jocond Muſes Danc'd about their Spring, 
And C#/ar's glories did ro Ceſar Sing.” 

* Suetonins writes of Auguſtus, that he was not only an extraordi- 
nary lover of the ingenious Authors of that Ape, but alſo an excellent 
Poet bimſelf: he once writ a bitter Satyr againſt a Poet, who durſt 


return no anſwer, only ſaying, - Periculoſum eſt in erm ſeribere, qui 


foreſt proſerabere. 


Momus 


Miſcellaww POEMS. 4, 
Momus his malice was aſham'd to uſe ; "Y 
4, Nor durſt diſcountenance a baſhful Muſe. 
The ſober Criticks were all Judges then, 
And what they cavill'd at, could well maintain. 
Inſtruction, and not Envy, fill'd their minds; 
[The Wits, and would be Wits, were diff rent kinds. 
d, | Reaſon and Judgment founded their Diſputes, 
And Orpheus there was ſate amongſt the Brutes ; 
'& Bur here where Routs of Bachaxals do throng, | 
Alas, What Orpheus can defend his Song ! 
! In this lewd Age, each raw pert callow Chit, 
Drunk with the fumes of undigeſted Wit; 
As much by Winegnſpir'd to play the Fool : 
a . | One that a month before was whipt at School 
| For grovelling Dulneſs, with inervate force 
Shall dare to back the Muſes ſoaring Horle. 
gi- | So Maggots bred by the Suns Genial Eye, 
wit | 7th Morning Crawl, and before Evening Fly. 
- — How, Sacred Arr, ſhall [ thy fame dilperle ! 
How ſhall T ſing the dignity of Verſe ! 


Hs 
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op Miſcellany POEMYS. 


From whence the ſweetneſs of- each Language 


ſprings, 


By which of Heavenly Gods, and Conquering 
, Kings, 


Are writ, in mighty Numbers, mighty things, 
Extradtcd from the Flowers of every Tongue, 
The Artful Poet frames his pleaſing,Song. 

Like Bees, by Heaven inſpir'd to influence 

The World,with Works unknown to vulgar ſence, 


And does from Powers Divine a pift receive, 


The Crowd may Emulare, but nee'r atcheive. 
Tis this that does their ſordid Spleens Alarm, 
Unskill'd in th' Magick, tho they feel the Charm. 
Tho Tuneful Verſe delights cath clodded Brain 
Poer, and Science both, all Fools diſdain. 

Fools ever hate an Art they can't attain. 

With black reproach they a fam'd Work defile, 
Deſpiſe the Verrue, and abhor the Srile, 


And Books adorn'd with Jems of Learning Spoil. 


ofs 


Miſcellany POEMS. 5 
So have I ſeen a Brute tread down and tear 
A Laurel, he could ne'er deſerve to wear. 
Thus is Inſtru&tion loſt, for to what end 
Is found Reproof to ſuch as cannot mend. | 
Ignorance, in Apes paſt, a Curſe has bin, 
But in our time 'tis grown a Wiltul fin. 
Now Fortune, not Deſert, acquires Mens fame-: :7 
> | Hethatbeſt knows to *Crimp ſhall wmthe Game ; 
Time-ſerving Pariſites prefer'd ſhall be, 
Ot any Nation, Notion, or Degree, 
Bur the Poctick Loyal Fool like me. 
In vain is Study, uſeleſs is the School, 
Since every Art's abus'd by cvcry Fool: 
Where Verſe has nor the power to Influcnce, 
What method ever can reform the Sence 2 
What would a Cato, or a Virgil be, 
Johnſon, or Shakeſpeare, to the Mobile 2- 
Or how would Juvenal appear at Court, 
That writing Truth had his Bones broken for't ? 


So 


* A Cant amongſt Gameſters, Ggnifying a Cheat, 
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Miſcellany "POEMS 
When times are fo corrupt they cannot bear 


- Reproof, it is a ſign Confuſion's near : 


And when harmonioys Poetry deſigned 
To calm wild priefs, and fill the ſtormy mind ; 
And by a ſoft and pleaſing Elegance, 
The ſweets of Artful Rhecorick radvance, 
Is by the Towndecry'd, it does declare 
Folly, and not Philoſophy Rules there. 
Yet though good Writing be a gift ſublime ; 
How do the Poeraſters of the time; 
Debauch the Science ſtill with Do9ml Rhime. 
c'cr heeding whar degrees of Nonfence ſwell ; 


The evilty Lines, . if they but Jingle well. 


Tis Rhime the Readers reaſon muſt controul, 
hime is the Sence, the Subſtance, and the Soul. 
In-a whole Pocm let no Wit be found, =” 
I: every Couplet end the with ſame ſound. 
Poets, that juſtly would their fame advance, 


Should make Rhimes fall as if they came by chance. | 


A 
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A Tuneful word the Verſe more fweer ro make, 
And not/as ftudied for the Meeters ſake. 
Such chiming ſtill from folid dulnets ſprings, 
Rhimers aud' Poets are vaſt diff rent things. 
Verſes with Rhime, are proper ſeveral ways, 

In great Heroicks, Satyrs, and Eſſays, « 

Bur moſt ridiculous when tag'd in Plays. | 
Firſt from the Siege of Rhodes that methad-{prung, . 
And there moſt ficly fince' the Verſe wasſung. 
But your ſtiff” Herods, 'of. Cambiſes ſtrains, 
"Your Maximins, or hot Almranzors veins, 
Show rather than the Wir, the heat of Brains. 
Since Natute bears chiet Rule in Poctry, 

Than this, what more unnatural.can be ? 

To hear a King, in Rhime expreſs his Rage, 

Or for his Cloak, in Verſe to ask his Page. 

A Lady too in ſounding Numbers cell, 

How oft ſhe took a Gliſter, and how well. 

Such ſtuff rhe Reader every day may meet, 

| Too ſilly, and too tedious to repeat. 


B 4 Verſe 
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Verſe without Rhime delightful may appear, 


Where Sence in equal Meaſures charmsthe Ear. 
This firſt to uſe Seraphick Milton brought : _ 
And great Roſcommon ſince has better taught, 
Who more Corre& than any of- our times, 

Ofc ſhow'd, true Reaſon had-no uſe of Rhimes: _ 
Patron of Verſe, thy foul on Earth did move, 

In the ſame glory now it ſhines above. 

Kindle in me, oh mighty Bard, thy fire, 

And with thy powerful Art my Maſlc inſpire. 

So the wrong'd Siſters ſhall their griets diſperſe, 
And th' Age reform by my Satyrick Verſe ; 

| Whilſt che wiſe few, do./j this mirror ſee 

| | _ The ſordid -enemics of Poetry. . 

| Firſt the Town Fop, inmodern Stile, the Beau, 
Inſ>ir'd by learn'd Pontack, or wile Grilleau : 
Dreſis'd like a Wax-Work-Baby in a Glaſs, 

Thar waſts the Morn conſulting his odd Face. 
Studies his Srockins with a penſive Head, 

To know which beſt becomes, tne Green or Red ; 
And 
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And Patchescuts, ſented with Amber-Greiſe, 
To hide the Rubies in his pudled Phiz: 
Is one that does to Poetry worlt ſpire, 


By the pretences that he has to'write, 


Fluſh ro. Wills Coffee: Houſe he comes exch , 
night. 


Confirm'd thoſe Witsare all charm'd with his parts, 
| As with his Beau Viſage the Ladies Hearts. | 

To provethis, ſtraight ſome Poem is inſpected, 
And by this Farrier barb'rouſly diſſected : 

The mirth goes round, the Paper they condemn, 
Some at the Verſes laugh, and more at him; 

Bur that's not heeded by his grinning Crew, 

Fools always laugh, when cer their fellows do? 
And when a Jeſt is pur, cach has a pride 

To think whoever laughs 'ris on their ſide, 

Thus 'cis not known which Verſe is good or bad, 4 
}ecauſe this Fop the Criticiſm made : 

For all the Wiſe owe Poctry a grudge, 


When ſuch as he pretend to Write, or Judge. 


His 
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His praiſe is fats? Kill, and if he Reads, 
The Martyr'd Poem ſtill rhe worſe ſucceeds. 


| So Rats, that build in Country Barns their Neſt, 


Part of the Corn devour, and ſpoil the reſt. 
Such'Fops as this the Poer's fame expoſe ; 


This ſtill is one of their invet'rate Foes : 


His managing the ſtate of Verſe fo ill, 


On the whole Science brings a ſcandal ſtill, , 

In vain, alas, toils the aſpiring Drudge: 

'Tis only Wir, that Wir can Write, or Judpe. 

A Jewel rated at a price ſo high, 

That few have ſtock of Brains enough to buy, 

Yet all aim at the Jem to make*em fine ; 

Nay, rather than they'll not be thought to ſhine: 

Deck'd with dull Pebbles,nor true Warts of Rocks, 

Th' appear like Mrs. 7: | 
Tho Wir, within it ſelf, a Beauty be, 


fox in a Box, 


'Tis ill more charming dreſs'd in Poetry : 


A Robe, which is by Heavens peculiar care, 


Dcſign'd for very, very few to wear. 


For 
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For as an awkard, il{- bred, Country Cloum, 
From his dull Parents newly come to Town: 


{Though his Court Taylor racks his Brain to dreſs 


The Booby, and ſer 6ff his ſilly Face, 

Yet all find our the brutiſh ſosl within, 

The Aſs is ſeen for all the Lions skin. 

So th' noifie Bully that oft plagues the Pit, 
Tho dreſs'd in the caſt Robes of antick Wit, 


The braying Momus is not hid from view, 


For the dull Ears will ſtill be peeping through. 


The next ill Tribe that Poetry diſgrace, 
Is, to their ſhame, amongſt the Female race : 
A wanton fort.of Town Coquets there are, 
That Poets hate, becauſe they Poets fear. 


Wholeſom Reproof, like Age, ſtill comes too ſoon, 


And worſe than the Small-Pox, is a Lampoon. 


For tell but Lazs there's a Satyr writ, 

Struck with a conſcious guilr ſhe leaves Baſſet. 
Tears cach Alpien, hates even dear Sonica, 
And againſt Pocts docs with rage inveigh. 


Rogues, 


— 
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Rogues, to-expoſc-her faults to all the Town, 


And make th' intreigue, with the dear Coachman 
known. 


What though to wanton Plays ſhe'll railing come, 
Yer Act each night far lewder Scenes at home 2 


+ What though her fame is known ſo well abroad, 


The Court and Town can prove her Whore and | 
Bawd ? | 


Yet if ſhe Prim and ſwear ſhe's very Chaſt, 

Shall homely Satyr dare to ſpoil the jeſt 2 

When ſhe has boſom Friends, to prove untrue 

Each Amorous ſlip, though done in open view. 

For whether ſhe's a Devil, or a Sainr, 

As Woman-kind, ſhe can no Party want. 

Vertue on ſingle Innocence depends, 

But favourite Vice -is flor d with many Friends. 
Howe'r of theſe, a numerous Tribe thetcare, 

Wc have (thank Heaven) ſome for deſert as rare : 

Though FEais does the Pocts Art abuſe, 

Divine A/teriadignifics a Mule. 


Souls 


of 


d | 


| Verſe that improves the Saints in Songs above, 


* An Angels Body, with an Angels mind, 


| In her dear Breaſt, the Arts will flouriſh ſtill, 


| Nor that, butin ſo awful a degree, | 
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Souls moſt Divine, inſpiring Verſe approve, 


Of charming Honor, and more charming Love. 


And as ſhe, ſweeteſt of rhar lovely kind, 


In Beauties Synod takes the formoſt place, 
Excelling all in Feature, as in Grace : 
So docs her Wit each fond admirer warm, 


And:with her killing Eyes has equal Charm. 


There lies no Malice, nor there wants no Skill - 
Her Divine Soul enjoys a bleſt Repole, 


And, except pentle Love, no Paſſion knows: 


'Twere fitter ſtil'd a Heavenly Charity. 

In vain her Vertue, Envy ſeeks to ſtain: 

The horny Satyr lifts his Scourge in vain. 

Inſtead of finding Vice he might reprove, 

The Monſter kneels, and ſighs, and falls in Love. 


Like | 
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| Like her, cach Soul embelliſh'd with defect, O 
That Sacred Learning loves, applauds this Art. | In 
But beſides theſe I have cxpos'd to view, A 
There are a third, dull, doſing, canting Crew ; 'T 
| ' hat Noble Sciences {o little heed, ; H 
| Their Clodpate Off:-ſpring ſcarce are bred to Read. | Al 
| Hence'tis that by the curſe of vacanc Brains, At 
| | So many whimfies in the Nation raigns : Se 
Hence Pipcand Tabor, Hum and Buz, are priz'd, | W 
= Andcachinſpiring Muſe as much deſpis'd. W 
| Withlictle Band, and piqued Beard, new prun'd,” | Gt 
| | Their Brains unſettled, and their Souls untun'd : FT} 
| They ſordidly the generous Art decry, =D 
& And from Tub Pulpits knock down Poetry. He 
| The Swordman, yet unmark'd wich honor'd Scar, | T} 
Routs Poets too, with Criticiims of War : | Bu 

| I mean the Spark that Whores, Drinks, Games, 
| and Swecars, * 


| | for 
Whoſe Valour more in Scarf, than Man appears : ſerv 


One tial 


r 


= 


3, 


IC 


How brutiſh then muſt be that grovelling Race, 
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One whoſe hot Brain, believes, that i he be! | 
Inclin'd ro Wit, Religion, Modeſty, 
A Scholar, and a friend to Poetry ; 
'Tis the next way, his Credit to abuſe, 
His Honor and Commiſſion both to loſe. 
Ah, Duace, look back on glorious ancient times,- 
And ſee how Arts the Martial Soul ſublimes. 
Sce there a Race of Canquering Emperors, 
With Sciences improve their idle hours : 
Wiſe * Antoninus, + Nerva; Adrian, 
Great Julius, and Ador'd Veſpajian, 
Thought ir a luſter ro their dignity, 
T' advance, and be well skilld in Poetry. 


That to bright knowledge nc'er creCt their Face, 


Bur with the down-look'd Herd unminded 
GraZc. | 


Pl 


* Marcus Aurelius Antoninus, was Sirnamed Philoſophus, not only 
for his knowledge, but alſo practice of Philoſophy ; and was ob- 
ſerved to have often in his Mouth that ſpeech of Plato, Tunc florens 


| Ref Pt Mando Philoſophus Regie, vel Rex Philoſophatur. 


This Emperor was alſo very Eloquent, and a good Poet, as Mar- 
tial teſtifies of him, v#d. his Epigram of him, lib. r 1. Epig. 6. 
Quanta quies placidi tanta tjt facundia Nerve, 
And 
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And how ſecure are Arts, and Sciences, 
Though darted at by ſuch weak foes as thele. _ 
Whar though the narhe of Poet, in the vogue 
O'th' Mobile, is full as bad as Rogue, 
As wretched, and as ſcandalous to them, 
As if, he were for ſome vile Theft Condemn'd. 
Deſert ſhould ſmile, rather than take offence, 
They act according to their Dole of Sence. 

Wir will be ſtill a Jem,though lighted by a Clown, 
As Roſes will beſweer, tho Aſles-tread *em down: 
Or if, which is their greateſt infamy, 

A Poct's general ſtate is Poverty. 

As thoſe thar ſlight the World, Cinrich the Mind, 
From thence ſmall favour can expect to find : 


Suppoſe no Sun ſhines on him from the Court, 


.- His Labours to reward, or Lite ſupport; 


Suppoſe he is deceiv'd in ſome redreſs, 
As if he's honeſt, ten to one heis ; 
Philoſophy does his. ill Stars controul, 
And far above the vulgar (cats his Soul. 
Beſides, 


n, 


des, 


| And bountious Ceſar every Age ſurvive.” | 
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Beſides, Mecenas will be ftill/ alive, © © + 20 


By grateful Poets dearhleſs Verſe renown'd : | * 3 
Thar o'r the bladder'd 'Crowd will make"eth fwims 
And lift their ſinking Heads above the ſtream. 
Hail, therefore, Patrons of the Muſes all, 

Low at your Feet the Nine do humbly fall. 

You that their Works with generous pleaſure ſee, 
And ſhine upon the Flowers of Poctry, : 
Encourage Satyr, that expoſes Crimes, E- 
And Verſion praiſe for Wit, and not for Rhimes : 
To you, with them, I dedicate my part, 

A weak defender of a Noble Art : 

Glad of applauſe from Judges, but nor priev'd 

If by the Crowd my Lines are not receiv'd. 


Heaven does Mankind to different Wirs condemn; 
The Vulgar hate me, and I pity them : 


4% But 
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Bur when I with a Man of Judgment meet, 
Or with a virtuous Lady, that has Wit, LN 
My Breaſt entire, between/em both they part, 
He has my faithful Service, ſhe my Hearr. 
For blaſted be my Muſe, when it ſhall dare 

To wrong a worthy Friend, or hurt the Fair. 


AN 


—_ 


. 
oY — 


An ODE 


TO THE | 
YUEE No 
| = 


IGH on a Throne of Glittering Ore 
2 MK. Exalted by Almighty Fare, 


Our-ſhining the bright Jem ſhe wore; 


The gracious Gloriana lat, 
II. 
ng The dazling Beams of Majeſty 
00 fierce for mortal Eyes to ſee, 


She veil'd, and with a ſmiling Brow, 
hus taught th' admiring World below. p 


Ca 11%. 
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ann.. * Fl 

Virtue is ſtill the chiefeſt good, 

| And power, ſhould only, be her dreſs, 
... "State, is a Fever to the Blood ; 
Free Conſcience 1s the ſolid Bliſs bs _ Br 

yy, IE + 4 Iv., 

Glory is but a flattering Dream 

Of Wealth, that is not, though it ſeem : 

Falſe viſion, whoſe vain Joys do make 

Poor :Mortals: poorer, when they wake, |, il - 


V. 
The fawning Crowd of Slaves, that bow 
With Praiſe, could n'er my Senſe controul ; 
Vaſt Pyramids of State ſeem low, 


So much above ir ſits my Soul. 
. 
: VI 
She ſpake, whilſt Gods unſeen that ſtood, 


Admiring one ſo orcat ſo good, 


Flew 
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Flew ſtraight to Heaven, and all along, 


Bright Gloriana was their Song. 
Returnel, 


Bright-G/or:ana all along, 
Bright G/oriava was their Song. 


ZI 
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Ar 

The Author anſwers bis Friend, who blames bing... 
for not ſmging, when deſired, be contradif 
the Third Satyr of Horace, beginning wit! 
Omnibus hoc vitiurn eft Cantoribus inte: 
Amicos, &c. He. defends Tigellius, anat 
proves that Horace had no attual Skill mig, 
Vocal Muſick. - | 


h« 


 & this ſtrange Vice in all good Singers wcre, 


As the admir'd Z7orace does declare, 


W: 
That when deſir'd, tho bleſs'd with Health and Eaſ v 


Their choiceſt Friends they (till deny to pleaſe, 
Yet if unask'd ſhall rudely Sing fo long, 


To tire 'em quite with each repeated Song : 


I ſtrongly then ſhould rake his Satyr's part, 
Lafh the Performers, and deſpiſe their Arrt. 


But having ſtudied long enough to be A 


A littie knowfng in that quality : 
I ſoot 


* Miſcellaw FP CE MS. 23 
ſoon perceiv'd when I his Verſion met. 
Twas more from Prejudice, than'Judgmerit writ. 
\nd Horace was in his Reproof more free, 

1 3ecauſe Tigellive was his Enemy, *? 

on hoſe reſty Vice muſt bear this fierce Aſſault 
hilſt all the reſt are laſh'd for one man's Fault. 


1th 
mPatyr ſhould never take from Malice aid, 
' 


For with due Reverence to Horace paid, 

ho rails at Faults through perfonal prqudice, g 
hews more his-own, than ſhames another's Vice3 ; 

* VTigellize, as his CharaQter is plain, 

Was of a Humour moſt adfurd and vain, 


rl | E 
al antaſtick in his Garb, unſercled in his Brain. 


And if (as once great "Ceſar he deny'd 

When ask'd to Sing) 'twere the effe&t of Pride : 

Lictors'and Faſces ſhould have bluntly caught 
he. Fool to know th' Obedience that he ought. 


* 'Tis reported of him, that dugufi once earneſtly defiring him 


o fing, was deny'd. 


C 4 i . But 
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Bur if Aug»/t#4 his Commands did; lay - 
When-th' Genius, was, not able to obey ; 

As oft with- Singers it-will happen ſo, 
According as their-.Joys-or Troubles grow 3 

"'T was: no. Offence then _tb_excuſe his Art, 

The .Soul* untun'd makes diſcord in each part, 

And Monarchs can no more give vocal Breath 
Than they can hinder when,Fate ſymmons, death; 
. Though kind Complyance Singers ought to uſe, 

' They:often have juſt Reaſons to refuſe ;. 

A pleaſure lov'd by ane, is lik'd: by more, 
Suppoſe, Sir, I have. Sung too much before, 
Made my ſelt hoarſe, and even rack'd my Throat 
To pleaſoſome Friend,” with ſome fine treble Note; 
Chance does.me then to you and others bring, .; 
The' ſecond Complement, is prithee ſing; 

I ſwear I -— Can't, can't ſay you, that's find ſport; 
But all good Singers are ſo hard to Court : 


Come, come, you muſt, here's Ladies beg, nor If 


What Soul fo dull as Peanty can deny ? 


To 


PF wel 
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To make excuſe then, modeſtly I tell | 
How hoarle Iam, with what that day befell, 


'Tis all in vain; you rail, I'm thought a Clown, 


And Omnibas hoc vitium knocks me down. . 

I often have, (*tis true) to ſing deny'd,; 

But not through "reſty Vanity, or Pride 3. 

Bur that perhaps I had been tir'd before, 
Uarun'd and ill, not able ro'fing more, 
Or that an hour of Infelicity | 
Has rob'd my Soul of uſual Harmony 3 

Yet all's the ſame th' old Saw is ſtill repeated, 
Tou Singers long tothe ſo mach intreated, 

Though at thar time to me no Joy could fall 
Greater, than not to have been ask'd ar all; 

Th' Harmonious Soul muſt have her Humour free, 
Conſent of parts ſtill makes beſt Harmony. 

We read the Few/h Captives could not Sing 

In a ſtrange Land, rul'd by a Forcign King 3 


| Contentment the melodious Chord controuls, 


And Tunes the Diapaſon of ovr Souls : 


What 
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What makes a Cobler Chirp a pleaſant part 
Ac his hard Labour, bur a merry Heart; * 
He fings when ask'd, or bluntly clſe denies, . - 
According to his ſhare of Grief or Joys. 
Thus the fame Accidents to us befall, 
And that which tun'd the Cobler cunes us all ; 
But if againſt our Will we thraſh out Songs, 
For ſinging then is Thraſhing to the Lungs ; . 
© The blaſt of airy Praiſe we dearer get, 
Than Peaſants do their Bread, with toil and ſwear 
To ſleep at your command is the ſame thing, 
As when yAare ill or yext in mind to fing, 
And though Performance ne'r fo eafte ſhow, 
As it has Charms it has Vexations too, 
And th' Singers Plague'tis none bur Singers know. 
How often have I heard th unſkilful fay, 
Had I a Voice by Heaven I'd fing all day ; 
Burt with that Science had he been endow'd, 


And was to ſing, when ask'd, or be thought proud, 


When 


at 
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When weary, hoarſe, or vext, not to deny, 


| But at all Seaſons with all Friends comply, 
He'd then blame Horace full a9 much as I; 
Whoſe want of Knowledge in the Vocal Art 
Made him laſh all; for one man's mean deſert : 
For had he the Farigue of Songſters known, 


And judp'd their Inconvenience by.his own ; 
T igellias ' only had CorreQtion met, 


And Omnibus hoc vitium ne'r been writ. 


- %% ; by by.? 
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T O THE 
Right HONOURABLE 
THE. 
Earl of RKADNOR 
ON HIS 


MARRIAGE. 


It ought, your Fortune to congratulate, 


' Be pleas'd, my Lord, to take this for excuſe, 


That *tis the [nter-regnum of a Muſlc. - 


Apollo frowns upon cach drooping Son, 


"And Sadnets crowns the Bowls of Hellicon; 
The Moynting Pegaſws, that late could fly, 


Sky, 


; T my faint Genius does not reach char height 


 Trap'd with gay Thought, and fancy through the 


In 


Str 


- 
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In her ſwift Courſe now the bold Soldier dares © 
To ſtop, and back, 'and manage for the Wars.  * 
Strange turns of State diſturb the peaceful Nine, K 
And with the reſt of the ſid Muſes, mine; © © 
' Such follid Grief does all Parnaſſus ſway, 
There ſcarce was Joy the Coronation day, | 
Pardon a Homely Genius then ill dreſt, ) 20: da 
Thar dares, approach - without a- Nuprial Veſt ' 
To-wiſh you Joy, which though not polliſh'd here, | 
Nor mirthfully, adorn'd is yet ſincere ; S. 
Pocts, like Plants, flouriſh when ſhin'd upon, ? 
- | But wither and decay withour-the Sun. 
© | So Renown'd Ovid, when in'Court preferr'd, | 
For lofry Verſe was by all Rome reverd; 
But when diſgrac'd he did to Poxntws go, 
His Fate was humble, and his Stile was low : 
Like him undone, forgotten and diſtreſs'd, 
I wander'd when your Theme my Mute poſſe(&d; 
| [Bui then, like Attoms, thought did follid grow, 
. | And Sparks of the old fire began ro glow. | 
| L Your 
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Your new-gain'd Happineſs inſpird my Pen 

In ſpite of all reſolves-to write agen ; 

Your Virtues next inform'd my Memory, 

Your Noble Nature, Love to Poetry, | 
That dares encourage Verſe you find ſublime, 
Unſway'd by the Opinion of the time, - 

And own, like Athevs onee, in Wit are Charms, 
And Arts ſhould Grace a State as well as Arms, 
There honour'd. with a part of publick fway, _ 
Poets were by the Senate held in pay; 

Bur here in our Reform'd wiſe warlike Ifle, 

| Their choiceſt Labours are not worth a Snffile : 

| Another Herd have ruſh'd into our Fold, 

| And our new brood of Wits devour'd the old, 
A decent Praiſe to mighty worth is due, 

' . Andonly ſuch, my Lord, I pay to you. 

To the few Patrons of true Senſe I fly, 

And beg a Genius at their Feet may lye, 

More usd to Satyr than to Flattery : 


Bur 
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That flaviſh Vice I yet ne'r underſtood, " 
Nor can we flatter, Merit if we, wou'd, ; 
Becauſe no Praiſe can ever be too good. 
When once Great YVirgil by Auguſtus ſate 
To read the Work he was to dedicate, 
Though- Praiſes eVen- extravagant did ſeem 
Yet Ceſar did not think he flatter'd him. 
My Muſe, though to his height it ought to ſoar, 
Does only greet your Joy, and wiſh you more + 
| With grateful thanks for Honours done. before, 
Be pleas'd to take what Tribute I' can pay, 


And think, my Lord, this is my only way. 


TO 


\ 


TO A | 4 


Twitting him with his being Peeviſh, 
and having Ill Humours. 


[. 


_— me no more that my Humors are bad 
And peeviſhly ever diſplcaſe, 


If one had the Plague you would think he were 
mad, 


Should he rail at anothers Diſcaſc, 

The Errors that to your own Queſtions belong; 
You till ro my Anſwers apply, 

And though I have Manners to be in the wrong, 


[I have Reaſon enough to deny. 


IT. Butch. 


re 
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But ſpeaking offends, and to — a new patt, | 
[ll learn of ſome” favourite Fool, © : 
Fools ofc ſaying nothing, by _—_ win a TIE, 
'Tis a fortunate think ro be dull; ; 
Yet, Madam, how poor is the Congueſt you gain, 
When this ſhall your Reaſon convince : 
On. one+that hias ſueh''a defett in his brain, 
How vainly' you laviſh yotr Senſe!* 


ITI, 


From all but Loves Paſſions I ſwear I am free, 
My Soul is ſerene as the Air, 


With Pride, Envy, Hatred, I ner could agree ; 
And that I'm good natur'd I ſwear. 

;. Bur, ah, what are theſe when my Humors oftend, 
And we wrangle where ever we come, 

To give my ſelf eaſe, and your trouble an end 


'Twere better for me 1 were dumb. 


D I'V. And 


by 
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IV. 


| And now take this ſecret you know me not yet, 
I am and can be what I pleaſe, 
Now merry, now ſad, now a Fool, now a Wir, 
Brisk, dull, gay, and peeviſh with caſe, 
| | Let Coxcombs ſupinely all Injurics bear, 
Dull Aſſes for Burdens: were meant, 
And he that is {till in, one Humour ſwear 
| Has not Courage, nor Wit to reſent. 


ot, 


PARALLEL. 


- > % 
" I — 


N old 7alian Proſe, we read, | 
I A youth by Riot and. fond Love undone, 
Had yet a Faulcon left of famous bteed, 


His chief diverſion in his fatal Need, 


And ſole Companion when he left the Town. 
The Saint that did his Soul poſleſs, 


Touch'd with a generous Sence of his diſtreſs 
ef 
ade him a Viſit at his poor retreat, 


Thom his Heart nobly feaſted, bur, alas, 


is empty Purſe could pet, 
othing was good enough for her to cart : 


Il rack'd with Shame, and a long fruitleſs ſearch, 
D 2 He 
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He more to make his fove appear, 

His darling Hawk fnatch'd from the Pearch, 
And dreſs'd it for his Dear, | 
Which generous A& did ſo-intirely gain her, 
. She gave him all her Love and Wealth, 
And -nobly'paid her Entertainer. 

So when my Love with fatal ſtrife 

Had ſpent irs wholg Eſtate, 

And Natures ſhort-wingd Hawk my Life 
Was doom'd: a Diſh for Farc ; 


Divine Olympia chang'd the ſad decree, , 


And with infallible Divinity, _ 
Gave A neW Being tomy Soul and me. 
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Right HONOURABLE 


THE 
LADY ER 
Upon her finding a Spider in her 

We. © 


— 


EE what Revenge great Love doth {till 
prepare 
To fright and puniſh the relentlefs Fair ; 
Into that Bed, where by your cruel doom, 


No paſſionate Admirer &'er might come ; 


Where Heaven on Earth no Eye but Heaven ſees, 


'JAnd cold Virginity alone does freeze; 
Where Beauty bloſſoms, and in folded ſweets, 
A Body whiter than the ſnowy Sheets: - 


D-$-.. | This 


" 
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This black deteſted crawling thing was ſenr 
- From angry Venus for your puniſhment ; 
This is, ſhe cry'd, her that prophan'd my Rites, 
Laugh'd at my Laws, neglected my Delights, 
Fluſh'd with a Pride of Virtue durſt withſtand 
Loves fierceſt Darts, and Natures great Command, 
Ts now condemn'd by the avenging Fares, 
Ta Bed-fellow, which above all ſhe hates, 
Thus Ardromeda flouriſh'd in her Prime ; 
Thus laugh'd at Love,. and thus ſtill loſt her time, 
Whilſt bounteous Pity her fair Breaſt did warm, 
The Powers above protefted her from harm, 
Burt when her Rigour to contempt preſum'd 
Her blooming Beautics to a*Monſter doom'd ; - 
And though the Cries of an afflicted Maid, 
Brought the renown'd Perſeus to her aid ; 
Had not her Will bcen tun'd r'another ſtrain 


The Warrior ne'r had loas'd her from the Chain, | 


Love's Harmony in well tun'd Hearts appears 


Alike rheir hopes, and ſtill alike their fears: 
No 


Cy = by op 4 
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No 
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No jarring Sounds che Conſort can moleſt - | 
The charming Muſick fills each happy Breaſt, 
Their Wills unite, and:their charm'd Souls agree» 
Like two ſoft Flutes, when founding in one key, 
When honourabk Love with humble Grace, 
And: Merit pleads to fill the happy ſpace, 
By your ſweet ſide ſhall Spiders claim a place, | 
Shall Rival Infets own a Love-like ours, 
And lay their ſprawling filchy Limbs by yours : 
Ah, Madam, then muſt all Mankind proclaim 
'Tis puniſhment to you, ro them a ſhame: 
No more Adorers then of Hopes bereave, 


Bur to your Bed ſome generous Love receive, 


Marriage, like riſþ Wood has ſuch a Charm, 


No Venom dares approach to do you harm: 


| If you would have no hated Spiders come 


To Bcd, let Love and Honor fill the Room. 


. Endimion in Eclipſe enjoy'd.. 


Cx + % FAG.” 
OF A 


True INTRIGUE, 


ue ty? MA tt: 31 '3- ,f1 
| ARK was the Night, and not a Star 


"Was ſcen 0 cr all the Hemiſphere, 


When lately muſing all alone 

I rambled_ to a Country Town, 

To heal with Balmy Love my Breaſt, 
That had with Grief been long opprels'd ; 
For there two. Beaurcous Siſters ſhone, 

As bripht as the rejoycing Moon, 

When the with full Contentment cloy'd, 


' 


X oung 
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Young as the Spring, ' as ſweet-they ſmelt,” | -. 
And ſoft. as down of Swans they felez 1017 
And I tranſported with delight, - > theft 
Could boaſt my. ſelf chief Fayourite. 5/4 41 
Oh Happineſs !. £00 fierce to. taſte, | 19 
Oh Pleaſure! too refin'd to- laſt; | 
Tis by thy Change, we always ſcc ' 1 | 
The Curſe of our Moxtallity.; | | 
The one was fair as the firſh Maid, 12.1 
That once for Fruit the World betray'd, 1: 
A Roſie Check, and ſuch a. Skio, 
As well might give excuſe for Sin ; 
If Sin. were poſſible to be 
Enclos'd in ſuch Divinity ; 
The other was of browner hew., 
Yet the more charming of the two; 
A ſhape Divine, and ſparkling Eye, 
Her Foot, her Leg, ' her taper Thigh, 


) Her Breaſts, where Kings would: wiſh to lye, 


Shew'd the ſoft paxh to killing Joy : 
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A ſolid Beauty, 'that' would laſt, 
Smooth, plump, and fit to be embrac'd ; 
Full of Delight, as Beautics Queen 
In Pleaſure blooming at eighteen ; 
Down her ſoft Neck her flowing Hair, 
The beſt adornment of the Fair, 

With laviſh Bounty rcach'd ther Knee, 
Diſcovering Nature's Luxury. 

All Graces which Hiſtorians find, 

In Books adorning V Vomankind, 

In theſe two charming Creatures ſhone, 
Admir'd by all, excell'd by none. 
Forgive me, if for Beauties fake, 

I this prolix digreſſion make 3 

Since thoſe that of its power have proof, 
CH never ſpeak irs praiſe enough, 
Know then, Olinda, and Cephiſe 
VVere nam'd theſe lovely Goddeſſes, 
A Treaſurc dearer than the Fleece, 
Lock'd in the old Heſperzdes ; ' 


And 


nd 


| She having in that happy Town 
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And by as ſtrange a Dragon kept, 1 
A mouldy Aunt that never flept. 

But Love that found out a device 

To biind the Giants hundred Eyes, 
When Fove in Jo's ſnare did fall, 

Cloy'd with Embraces Conjugal; 

Soon ſent a Hermes to my Aid, 

Who taught me how to bribe her Maid. 


A conſtant Roger of her own, 

Kept our Intrigue the more unknown. 
And oftner op'ned Paradile, 

Than er St. Peter with his Keys, 

Such power has praiſe with profit joyn'd 


To charm a Mercinary Mind. 
Suppoſe me then cloſe by the door, 
Through which I often went before, 
Giving a ſign to let 'em know 
A faithful Lover was bclow ; 
For 
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| For borh were of my. Hearr poſſel'd,- . / | |... | / 
' And had by Turns chief Intereſt,” + . | 1k 
* The Brown, whenr' other was: not. there, V 
And: when Brown abſent was, the: Fair, A 
Thus great, thus Turk-like did I rove. N 
In my Seraglio of Loye. H 
Scarce I the ſign had: throughly. OP | C 

But word was brought they were in bed, O 
And the old Aunt lock'd up at Prayers I, 
For bleflings on her Houſe Affairs. | W 
Then whilſt I ſoftly ſcal'd the Stairs, | T 

| The truſty Wench with buſie "on Tc 
Below, was ſcrubbing round rhe Room, All 
Singing; th* old Song of Troy betray'd, WI 
To hide the crecking noiſe I made, An 
Darkneſs o'er all the World did ſway, An 
Yer led by Love I found the way: All 
To th' ſide where ſweet Olinda lay : L la 

F 


Whoſe charming Eyes in ſpite, of Night, 
Like Diamonds ſhone with glittering light, pt 


And 


TX F 4h. 
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And ere ſhe could! my welcome ſpeak 2614, "YN 

{ Her Arms were-twiſted' r6und 'my Neck,' ''* © 

Whilſt I a thouſand Kiſſes ſtole; © | | 

And every Kiſs was worth a Soul, - * 

Nor did her. Siſter leſs employ 

Her Love, but.with a' grumbling Joys © '- 

Chid me for my undecent Crime | | 

Of vent'ring thither at/ that - time. 4573791 © 

) I, modeſtly Excuſes.made,' / | 03 ©0181; ; 

» | With all the moving Words had, 9G, 

) Telling her 'twas;a/ greater:Crime 

To let my Love be {lavyei'ro-rume, 

All times for Lovers are moſt: fit, 4 

When c'er they can admiſſion ger ; * 

And thus with ſome - few: fallacies, 

And tenders, that I thought. would. pleaſe,” :-/; 

All Scruples; thraughly -ſarigty 'd,. 

| laid me by Olindg's fide. > 111 2008 
Bur firſt my qurty Shoes. irom fect | 

| pull'd, leſt they, ſhould daub 'the Sheety + |. 1424, 

nd | And. 
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E- And that it never ſhould be faid I 
A Man in's Breeches went to bed, f 
3 I ſtole *em off without offence s | 
' To Dear Olinda's Innocence : , 
Who ſtrugling berwixt Shame and Love / 
To make a faint reſiſtance ſtrove, d 
Then like an eager loving Fop, B 
| No Perruke on nor e'r a Cap, y 
I clung to that ſoft Angels fide, v 

Cloſe as a Bridegroom to his Bride. 
Great Ovid in his mighry Verſe lt 
Of Hermes, a ſtrange” Tale declares, T 
How he to Aphredzte inclin'd, | "2. 
So fervently their Bodies joyn'd. 1» 
Howe'r that Fancy might be falſe, 7 
As there's no certain Truth in Tales ; | W 
'Tis here conficm'd, for we that Night by 
Made our the truc Hermaphrodite. W 
' Here I could wiſh the Readcr's Thought A; 
Would not proceed into a Fault, Fo, 
— By 
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By cenſuring this Extravagance, 
As far as the extreme offence, 
Love does a thouſand Follies own, 
That may be proper to be'\ſhown, 
And yet the greateſt not be done. 
Nor would I have him feck what paſt 
Between us more, but think the beſt; 
Whilſt I to write-my Muſe employ 
Whar diſcontents enſu'd this Joy. — 


The Morning roſe as fair as Shel 
In flowry Eden, Spring began 
To bleſs the firſt Created Man: 
Aurora bluſh'd to be out-done ' 
By the gay ſplendor of che Sun, 
And coily his Embrace did ſhun ; 
Whilſt he a hot and, vigorous Woer 
Mounts his bright Chariot co purſue her : 
When I from ſleep my Sences drew, 
And bleſs'd as he my ſelf I view, 


For I had my Aurora too ; 


: F:.2 Miſcelaii PO BUS; 

Who whiſpering ſoftly as "the" could,” | 
Her Story in my Boſom'told; ''** 

- And bluſhing, 'my deſires reprov'd 

Wich all rhe teriderneſs of Love; 

- TI rapt with ſucva Load- of Charms, 

© Took the dear Trembler in my - Arms, 


And ſwore no! tormi-of Fate! ſhould moye>  :- 


The Rock of 'my"Eternal Love: 

A thouſand times her Eyes F-kiſgd, 
Ten thouſand more her ſnowy Breaſt ;, 
And ſo unruly were our Joys, ; | 
Her Siſter wak' ned with the. Noiſe ; 

| Who with her Wic our pleaſure, grac'd | 

| In rallying on adyentures paſt. 

p, But ſec what murabiliry _ A 


Artends on: traiiſwory Joy,'-' 
And what a ſlender:Film. does: grow 


Between extremes -of Mirth 'and-Woe, : ! | 


' As we of paſt Jatrigues conferr'd 
Uncheck'd, and as we thought unhcard, 


Old 


 & 
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| | Ola Saran ready to'devour, 
Stood liſtning at the Chamber Door ; 
The Aunt had in her early Head 2 
Some nice occaſions for her Maid, SY 
And fearing ſhe ſhould wake iny Dears = 
To call her ſoftly crept up Stairs; -Yy 
4 | Where ſoon ſhe heard+ their tatling noiſe, oh 
Mixt with my loud Baſs-Viol Voice. 
Not more amaz'd lame Yu/can ſtood 
When he beheld his Wife was lewd ; 
Nor Ceſar, who as Story ſhews _ 

Saw his fond Girl her Fame expoſe 

To th'Poet with the Roman Noſe. 

Then was Old Grannum at that ſound, 

That through her 'Ears her Heart did wound; 

Stung with a Rage from wonder bred, 

With Tpeed ſhe hobbles to the Bed; 

But nor ſo ſoon, bur firſt 1 ſlipe 

From th' outſide between 'em crept, = 
| E _ Where 


Old 
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| Where cloſe the panting Lover lies, 

Halt ſmorher'd with ſoft Legs and Thighs ; 

The Curtains ſtraight ſhe open threw 
Expoſing the poor Girls to yiew, 

And there not finding. what ſhe look'd, 
Under the Bed with Broomſtick pok'd, 

Then gaſtly round the Room ſhe rowls 

Peeping in all the Chinks and Holes. 

Olinda trembling at her ſight, 

And almoſt murder'd with the fright, 

Raiſes herſelf in Bed upright, 

And boldly on my Recking Face 

| Sgts withour Complement her A—— 

- Prefiing me down fo cloſe beneath, 

That I had much ado to breath ; 

So warm a place had cas'd my Noſe, 

No Mask fat ever on fo cloſe, . 

Nor did my Mouth at that time miſs 


In corner a dear Friend to kiſs, 
| Whilſt 
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Whilſt round me nothing/ſcetr'd to " 7034 BAY 
But Regions 'of Obſeuritys# 2 17. 511512 ON | 

Bleſs me, thought'1, fure I am "now!" 20if 
Deſcending to the Shades below, O91 | 
But cannot want the Golden Bough, ' 
My bold advent'ring ſteps to guide, - 
As once the Great AZneas did; | 
For there the Sybil ſtands agen,. 3. 
And here's the Grove juſt by my Chin, 
A Copps with fine thick Buſhes dreſs'd,. | 
Where fluttering Loves do build their Neſts; > 
Nor need I Styx or - Cerberus fear, | | 
When that my Paſport is fo near.'. |, 

My Fancy with theſe Thoughts grown big; 
I reach'd my Hand to pull a- Twig, 
When by ſome Angry Demons ſpite 
I found my ſelf brought back to light, 
For that old Hag with Rage oer-come, 


Diſcovering nothing in the Room; ; te 
ſt E 2 - And 


EEE 
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- And inakg too -too- well the Voice, yn 
* To think the Devil made that noiſe, 
| Not heeding;whar her Neices ſaid; 


: 5 ſhow'd three pair, of Legs as bare, 
As firſt they to the Mid-wife were. 


WV 


_ Have you not in a Quarry ſeen 

A Peaſant that with Culter keen 

Has digg d'betcath ſome hollow Stone, 
And found'z Neſt of Shakes well grown, 

' Crawling "and twiſting 'all in one : 

- So cluſtcring in a'Knot' we lay 

| Broadly expos'd''to open day. 

Imagine” now you view the' Scene, | 

- Two plump white Bums my Noſe between, 
That from the” Motions of- their Fear | 


& Had ſcnt out an ungrateful Air, 


The Aunt with” Patience not endow'd, 


Ready to. baul for Aid a loud, 
| When 


Is alt rhe Cloths from oft the Bed, +. 
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When in my Shirt from borh.I pr, 
And to the ſtun'd old £m leapt, 


Swearing, it if from the place the ſtirr'd, 
She ſhould, not live wo ſpeak a ys 
Then Gid-Hike Man” of Honout try 
To face it with a ready Lye, Wi; 
Swearing like any Popith, Monk, 'v 
Thar I laſt Night came thither Drunk, 
Of *. 3 C 
And that, her .Neices yere as free; mini 
Fram Guilt, as At here, Infanty,/! j FR 
Confirming his with Vows-ahd oe bi 
Scill haſtning ro ſlip on my Cloths, 


VVhich done, I ſcamper'd* out of Door, 


VVhere'I could never enter more. 


343 & 
. 


5 / af a4 . 
5 , . 7 
- 

2% 54 
p _— 
x 
c 


«4 
Y_— — 


oe UEN) 


The Pozs ſpeaking, as the Ghoſt of a 
Nuondam Libertine,' {i —_ to be the late 
E. of R. Refles on that part of Seneca's 
Troas, beginning af «|. 

Poſt Morteronihl aft, Idjag; Mors. #thil 

Pelocis ſpatit oy  Noviſſima : 

Spem 'ptnant vids” feliciti metum. 

Dueris quo Jaceas poſt Obitum /oco 

Quo non Nata Jacent, 


— — 


| hrs with vile Fleſh, to Earth inclin'd, 


Prophane 7ragedian, onceI wore thy Mind, 


Born on the Wings of ſoaring Wit ſo high, 
I thought my Soul no farther pitch could fly 


Than the gay Regions of Philoſophy. 


The 
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The hot-brain'd Stag'rite in my Breaſt did reign, 
And Sacted Prophets prcach'd the Truth it vain, 
Nouriſh'd by Logick Arts fo well I knew 
To vent falſe Reafon and diffuiſe the true : 


Around my Beams the Arthieſts of the Times, | 


Like Actoms, danc'd and wanton'd in my Crimes, > 
Strong Vice Opinion of my Wiſdom bred, | 
Which round the World, thoſe falſe Apoſtles led, 
Whilſt ſcandal hourly I on Vertue threw, 
Nor would be witty, unleſs wicked too; 

All thy pernicious Tenets then I own'd, 

And Wit prophane with circling Bays Ecrown'd, 
Proud of ſhort-ſighted Reaſon, my deſign 

Was ſtill to blaſt the Myſteries Divinez | 
Defame Religion with unhallow'd wit, 

And ridicule the Laws of Sacred Writ: 
But Oh, you fooliſh, fond, and apiſh Crew, 

Ye Learncd Idiots that my Tracts purſue, 

Ye crawling Worms that bask in the Suns Ray, 
And yet the Suns great Maker diſobey. 


E 4 Per- 
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Pernicious Snakes that by Celeſtial Fire, 

_ Reliey'd from frozen Ignorance, conſpire 
Againſt your God, and think frail Eyes can ſee 

Through the Arcana of the Trinity, | 

Refle&t how. falſe your Notions are, by me. 

. And thou, poor Heathen, that hadſt wit to write, 
Yet nor the Truth, hadfſt Eyes, and yer no ſight, 


- - That wert in th* dawn of our Redemprion driven 


Through moral Miſts to grope the way to Heaven, 
Thou that with one poor glimpſe of Reaſon bleſt, 
Given only as diſtinCtion from the Beaſt ; 

| Prophanely dar afficm there nothing is . 
Beyond the Grave, of Miſery or Bliſs: 

But that the Soul and Body, like a Tree, 

Reſt undiſturb'd in Earth's Obſcurity. 

With me art now ſeverely undeceiy'd 

In thoſe dam'd Tenets which we once belicy'd, | 
Yet nor belicy'd, for in cach vile Harrangue 
Thi Atheiſt ſpeaks he fcels a ſecret Pang : 
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Poor tortur'd Conſcience peeps through his diſguiſe, 
And tells the noiſie hot-brain'd Footihe lyes; : 
Thus Man more ſordid; than a Brute muſt be, :; 
That plagu'd with the Salt Itch -of Sophiſtry, f 
Forfeits his Soul, prophanes all Sacred Laws,, + 
For the vain blaſt of Popular; Applaule... | 
Had Reverend Hobbs this Revelation mark'd 
Before his dubious; leap: into the dark-; 


Moſes, inſtead- of Ariſtotle lovd, 
Eternal Vengeance had not found him then, 


. [Nor gorg'd him with his own Leviathay 3 


Like him, or. worſe, once madly did I Rave | 
Till I had got one Foot into the Grave : 
But there, as if Erernal Power had pleas'd 


To ſhew in me that Wonders were:not ceas'd ; 


To the clear Paths of Eyctlaſting Light: 
Then baniſh'd-Wiſdom reaſſum'd my Brain, 


Religious Reaſon took her Seat agen ; 
Sigh'd 


Had he. ſound Faith, before falſe ' Sence approy'd, 


| [My Guardian Angel ſnatch'd my Soul 'from Night 


7 
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1 figh'd, and trembled at the horrid view 


Prov'd the Divine Phyſician of my Soul. 


_'Mongſt Heathen Poets, that my Heart had won! 
_ Gone was my doubt, the RefurreQion plain, 


Of my paſt Crimes, and ſcarcely could renew 
Forgotten Prayer, fo little good I knew, 

Till heavenly Mercy down like Mara fell, 
And true Repentance lifted me from Hell : 


Thus Sickneſs which my ocning Friends con: 
dole | 


When Art could not reſtore my Body whole; 


How deeply then my long loſt'Reafon prisd 
The Balmy Scriptures: I ſo late defpis'd ! | 
How poorly Tinſel-rob'd Philoſophy 

Appear'd when Rich Divinity was by ! 

And how th' Evangeliſts and Prophets ſhone 


And if there be a Fool, fo vile, ſo vain, 
Thar in his' Head that Scruple does retain : 
Let him bur think what firſt Created Man, 
Then let him be an Athieſt if he can. 


TO 


| | 


Yn! 
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To CTNTH 14. 


\ 


l. 
TT F Beauty by Enjoyment can 
I Reward a Love thar's true, 
To bleſs our Patience or our Pain, 
All I deſerve from you. 


-- FL 
But oh, to' Love too well's a Curſe 
Of ſuch a ſtrange degree, | 


Were my Fidelity far worſe 
Much happier ſhould I be. 


IIL 
Sad Recompence, relentleſs Fate 
To faithful Loye does give; 
You'r pleas'd in being obſtinate, 
Whilſt I in Tortures live. | 


IV. 


Like 


;- < 
_ 
- 
l 


i 
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Like wretches gulld to Forcign Shores, 
I ctuelly am ſerv'd, 
' Inſtead of Loyes dear promis'd Stores - | 
Am made a Slave and ſtarv'd. 


be pm 0 9 Wh 
& : 0 | 


PROLOGUEF+ 
By way of SAT YR, ſpoke before 


King CHARLES IE. ach 
New-Market. Eo 4 


0] 


Xpett no more th' old fawning Prologue 
way, 


For the raſh ſpleenful Poet writes to day 


Something of you, Gallants,' and not the Play. k 


Since freedom's given to each man here reſorts, 


He takes the priviledge t' abuſe your ſports ; 


Then. 


Cr PE LI ey ER —_———_—_— 
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Then thus begins, this Court's a Theatre, 
\nd every Jockey is an ACtor here, | 
rom the dull Knight up to the bawling Peer. - --: 


ew-Market is in general a Place, 
Made of Crimp and Chouſe of Cocks and Race, 
Much Noiſe, much Nonſence, little Wit,or Grace, 


— Where Men all ſeem as Nature had defign'd *em,' | _ 


o loſe their Wits, then Gallop hard to find em : 
+. Pray where's the Jeſt, for Faith I fain would know .- 


Chattering one's Teeth: the while in Froſt and( 
re SnOW. 


at [Chis and Fox-Hunting, th' Ancients did deteſt, 
here you Ride ten or twenty Miles at leaſt, - 


ollowing the eager Chaſe in buſie Swarms, 

rt Hedgeand Dich, ventring Legs,Necks & Arms 
o kill, when at the Journeys end you come 
ſtinking Creature not worth bringing home : 


his may be your Delight, but *cis to me, 
th' Monfieur ſays, Diable de'Plafire ; 


| gn Yap,hoh, pugh,they ſtart, they come, they go,(# 
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Yet. 
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_ Yer one-thing we muſt own, no Sport white” 
Ta th' World like that, to try if Men are found oY 
Therctare all you 'that carry tender Fleeces, 
Shun this rude Sport;-or gad you'll ſhake to pieces; 


Vet 
Another thing I know is worth' your Care, us 
| Claps are all fatal in New-Market Air : 


This caus'd an Amorous Groom that knew the 
danger | 


Lately to Hang himſelf over a Manger, 
And though a Vaſial ſuffer'd this Diſaſter, 
, My Friends, 'tis Ominous to cvery Maſter. 


Drink Brimmers then, Wine makes your- bliſs 
complear, | p 


Locket's a Loyal Fellow, let him Chear, 
© Though ſtum'd Wine at-three ſhillings be too dear, | þ 
. Bacchus has ſater Joys than Yew here, 
Eſpecially. for you who to your coſt 
Kept Running Nags all the late bitter Froſt, - 
Jeſting's in faſhion, "ris the Modiſh way 
And for Example; it you pleaſe you may 


At the King's Dinner, hear 'em eyery day: \ 
Jeſts 


—__—— OO —_— 
Re com et—————_—_ 
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Mcſts ſhew a Wir, if Modeſtly they come, | 
"Wur fch as bluntly and. too high preſume, 
ake Learning & good Manners quit che Room. 
vcr you all laugh, and in as pleasd a Fir, 

Ks if your Panegyrick had been writ. 

So in a Village have I ſeen a Clown 

Vith broken Noddle lay the Cudgels down, , 
And Sneecr to fee] his bloody-mangled Scull, 

\s if the Blow had dignify'd the Fool. 

Zockeys, Joke on then, withour fear or awe, 


heat on, be Friends, do any thing but draw, 
rimp is no Treaſon, by New: Market Law. 


 BEpithalamy on the Marriage of the 
Right Honourable the Lady Eſſex 
Roberts. 


I. 


BY Þ UN Lovers, run before her, 
mY. Kncel once more and adore her, 


ts The 
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; The hour is poſting on 
When all your Joy 3 Ku 
Below: the Sky, | MEER 1k Oo 
Will be for | ever gone. 
: Though Sighs inflame the Air, 
1 ' And thouſand Eyes are Raining, | 71 
No Art nor no Complaining 
Can now retrieve the Fair ; 
She's gone, alas, ſhe's gone, 5 "8V 
"Then welcome ſad Deſpair. 
PF} ob 5 
_ See, Hymen there attending, _ 
The God of Love deſcending _ 
In Sylvias Fetters lies, wy 
Not. all his Art, | 
Could guard his Heart YL. : 
From her victorious Eyes: : 
Whoſe fair, but cruel Breaſt, 
Refus'd cach Shepherd's Paſſion, 
A Torment like Damnation, 
To 


To 
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To make Philander bleſt, 
Whilſt he the - happy he, 
Of Heaven is ſole poſſeſt. 


VI. 


Hayl then belov'd Phzlander, 
Thou bleſt, thou glad Commander 
Of all the World holds rare, 
Innobled Blood, 
The Wiſe the Good, 
The Virtuous and the Fair. 


The Choice of Heavens ſtore 


Is thrown to thy Embraces ; 
Such Beauty, Wit, and Graces, 
Ne'r deck'd our Plains before, 


| Nor could Fate ſtudy haw 
{| To bleſs a Mortal more. 


PL en Ins ne Re tos ws 
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The HEALTH. 


A Second Movement. 


DIEU to Virginity, 
Thar ſilly ſtrange nothing, that Maids are 


ſo fond of, 


" Room, Room, for the bridegroow, he, 


All Beauty's dear Trophies has now the com- 
mand of : 


Baniſh all choughts of reſty Diana, 
Crown the full Bowl, a Health to Lucina. * 
Who cre the Year be run, 

Gives the fair Bride a Son, 


Able, able, to pledge his own. 


Paid 


Paid for Peeping : 


POE M, 


* Occafion'd by a Peeping hole into a Chamber where 
a Beautiful and Virtuous young Lady Lodg' d, 


all ber Actions. 
I. 

CTA ON thus admiring ſtood, 
A To ſee bright Cynthia bleſs the Flood 
With her Soul charming naked Limbs : 
He ſigh'd, and wiſh'd for ſuch a Wife, 
Till Peeping coſt rhe Fool his Life, 


Not getting further oft berimes. 


IL OS 
Though no ſuch dreadful Fate I had, 


Nor yet fo dear for Peeping paid; Sn 
BE io Nor 
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through which undiſcover' d, I could obſerve 
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Nor felt ſuch ſtrange and fatal ſmart, 
| Though all my Stars propitious ſtood, 
, To fave the ſhedding of my Blood, 
 Infſenfib! 'y I loſt my Heart. 


L1).. 
Sweet Innocence well guarded lay 


To: Charm ; my Peeping Soul away, 
. With Beauties penetrating Rays; 
My wanton Thoughts thar hop'd to ſce, 
\ Something well worthy Raillery, 
Were wholly taken up with Praiſe, 


I'V. 
Sometimes I found her cloſe at Pray'r, 


And ſomctimes Combing of her Hair, 
Which on her Back did curliog lye; 
Sometimes with Neck and Breaſts all bare 

She ſtood as ſhe was planted there, 
My Heart to Murder through my. Eye. 
| af bp 
Yet ſhy of every Nudity, 
So Modeſt that ſhe ſeem'd to me 


Of 


Ac« 


S 
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Of ſuch a tim'rous baſhful Soul, [} 
As it ſhe had diſcover'd been, * 
Or thar ſhe really had ſcen | 
Mc tondly peeping through the hole, © 


4 
The Satyr, as old Tales recount, 


Gaz'd on Dzana in the Founr, 


Beſotted wich a brutiſh Paſſion: 

But mine was daſh'd from'thar” oegren,. 

For all the brutal part in me, | 
Was turn'd to humble"Adoration. '* 


VIL 
Even I, was to: Devotion bent, * - 


Secing that dear, that pretty Saint 


With Providence ſo oft conifer ; /! © 2. 
Yet when to Heavgn I ſent my Pray, © 
Before it had got half way there, 

My wandring Thoughts flew down to: her. 

| " F242L 

Then ſometimes ſmother'd Zeal would fire, 


* Burſting to flaſhes of deſire, 
F 3 | [ envied 
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I cnvied Heaven the rime ſhe pray'd; 
Methought 'that Face, that blooming Youth, Tl 
Thoſe lovely Eyes, that pretty Mouth, _ V 
Were for Eternal Kiſſes made, : 
I X. 
Sometimes ſhe'd laugh and talk of Love, 
Sometimes on graver Mattcrs prove, | Fl 
Thar ſhe well-skill'd in Books had been ; 
Sometimes ſhe'd, Read, and ſomctimes Write, A 
Her little Hands no Snow fo white, | S, 
Nor any River-Swan fo clean. 
"I. 
| Boldly, not knowing her Abulc, 
- She'd put her Stockings on and Shooes, I 
| Then Roll, a Gartar above Knee, 
Her Foot and Leg, and tempting Thigh, B 
And every Beauty that was by, oi '$ 
All careleſly .exposd to me..... 
#1 
And many a Sacred Sunday Morn, 
Naked as ever ſhe was born, . 37 
Ere ſhe 
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Ere ſhe was ready to be dreſs'd, 
I've ſeen her put clean Linnen on, 
Whilſt to my greedy Eye was ſhown | 
More Beauty than can be exprels'd. 


IT. 
Children are told that Maids are free 


From Nature's Liquid Quality, 
Impoſing thus on Childiſh Wit; 

And Faith, had I not ſeen the Pot, 

She was ſo Neat I ſhould have thought, 
She had done nothing elſe bur ſper. 


XIII. 
To free my ſelf from all diſpute, 


This Scruple better to contute, 
I once reſoly'd to preſs more near; i 
But ah, here ended all my Joys, 
She found my Cranny, heard my Noife, 
And ſtood half dead *twixt Shame and Fear. 


XIV. 
As in ſome fat and plaſhy Ground, 


| A Fowler has a "_ my, 
F 4 All 
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All feeding at the Noon of day 5 


By his Robuſt and blund'ring Noiſe, Fol 
* The Game has rais'd, they mount the Skies, Th 
And frighted, poſt with ſpeed away : | 
XV. 
So from that hour no Gamg qyas ſeen, t 
No Fairy Land, nor Fairy Queen, _ 
Did ever fince that time appear ; 
 Cloſeſtool was in the Cloſer ſhur, Bu 
The Night-ſhitt gone, and the dear Por, MI 
Barb'roufly hid the Lord knows where. 
TE. 
No Wonders now were ſcen in Bed, | 
Before my Chink a Screen was ſpread, In 
Scarce any Light the Room adorns ; 
Ard now th fineſt ſight I had Th 
Was Squinty Fegue, the dirty Maid, - J He 


In th* Chimney cutting of her Corns. 


X VIL. | 
Who ſuch a Change did ever know, 


Who but the Devil er fell ſo low, 


= ou” 


ps Tl 
That 
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That in fuch ſtare of bliſs had been : 
For though my Eyes from Heaven muſt part, 
The hole dam'd up, yet my poor#Heart 
Was ſtill cioſe Prifner kept within. 


; XVIIEL 
Burt when I heard ſhe would be gone, 


Low as her Feer I threw me down, 
And beg'd her not to leave the place ; 

But now, alas, too well ſhe knew 

My Heart-ſtrings after her ſhe drew, 
And thus revil'd me to my face. 


X I X. 
Rather my Glaſs of Lite ſhall run, 


In Caves that never ſaw the Sun, 
Than here with thee, thou "worſt of Men : 
Thee Traytor to deſpair I doom, 
1 He that has oagled once my B— 
Shall never fee my Face agen. 


XX. OR 
Like Bolts ſent from, the ſultry South, - 


This Thunder from her heavenly Mouth, A 
| n 
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On my unguarded- Heart did fall D 
So fierce, that in my tertur'd mind, F; 
Poſſels'd withRage, I once deſign'd FP 

To knock my Head againſt the Wall. O 

XXI. 

Then Adam the firſt Man I cutſt, | 
That brought the Miſchict in ar firſt O 

To trafftick with forbidden Joys ; M 
Elſe Beauty's World had naked been, =O 
Nor had I for my peeping Sin, Bi 

Like him been baniſh'd Paradilc. By 
oo — T 

A 

SONG. |- 

I. MY 

Pelles told the Painters fam'd in Greece, 
A To draw true Beauty was the hardeſt picce, "y 
And now, alas, the ſame defect we ſee A; 


Deſccnd, from Painting into Poctry ; 


Divine 
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Divine Olmpia's Face no Skill can take 
Each Feature does the feeble Artiſt blind, 
And ah, what Muſe a juſt Applauſe can make 
Of all the Charms in that Angellick kind. 
& | 

Some are for pleaſing Features far renown'd, 
Others with Wit, or charming Voices wound, 
Many for rein and ſhape fond Lovers prize, 
And many make vaſt Conqueſts with their Eyes: 
Burt ne'er were theſe Perfe&tions found in one, 
Bur in the fair Olympza alone ; 
The fair O/ympza Phenix-like appears, 


A Wonder ſcen once in a thouſand years. 


"Second Movement. 


HEN ſhew rhy Power, great God of Love, 
pi That laughſt at Womens Crafr, 
Make all her Charms leſs ſtrongly move, 
And make her Heart more ſoft ; 
Ah, why ſhould Beauty firſt ordain'd to pleaſe, 
Con- 
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Conſume and Kill, 
_ And do ſuch fatal 1Il, 
Since only ſhe can cure which caules the deſeale. 


Againſt FreeWill. 4 SONG. | 


y 
O filly Mortal, and ask thy Creator, 
= Why thy ſhort[ ite is tormented with care, 
Why thou art \lave to the follies of Nature, 
Why tor thy Plague he made Women fo fair? 
It Cles Glances 
Can charm thy Senſes, 
And Beauty force thee into her ſnare; 
Whar's this Free Will of which Gawnmen ſo prate, 


When none, none, have power to controul their Fate. 


I I. 4 
If Man be Monarch of all the Creation, 


Women in Reaſon ſhould ſtoop ro his ſway ; 
Fair, Rich, or Witty, by free Inclination 

Owning his Priviledge, calmly obey: 
| | _ Eiſe 


| 
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Elſe every Brute is 
More bleſt with Beauties. 
The Horſe or Stag cach can ſeize his Prey, 
| [Who Cer i th Grove ſaw the Lordly Bull, 
Sigh ro the fair, She like a loving Fool. 


4.$0906 
| I. 

Follow'd Fame and got Renown, 
I I rang'd all o'er the Park and Town, 
1 haunted Plays, and there-grew wiſe, 
Obſerving my own modiſh Vice ; 
Friends and Wine I next did try, 

Yet I found no ſolid Joy, 
'| Greateſt Pleafures ſeem too ſmall, 
Þ Till Sy/via made amends for all. 
I. 
But ſee the ſtate of humane Bliſs, 
How vain our beſt Contentment 1s, 
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As of my Joy ſhe was the Chict, 

So was ſhe too my grcateſt Grief, 
Fare, that 1 might be undone, 

Dooms this Angel bur for one, 

And, alas, too plain I fee, 

That I am not the happy. he. 


A Dialogue between a Town Spark and 
his Miſs. 
_ She. I'D you not promiſe me when you lay 
by me, 
Thac you would Marry me, can you deny me? | 
He. If I did promiſe thee, 'twas bur to try thee, 
Call up your Witneſſes, cl{cI defie thee. 


She. Ah, who would truſt you Men, that Swear and 
Vow lo, 
Born only to deceive, how can you do ſo 2 


He. It we can Swear and Lye, you can Diſſemble, | 


And then to hear the Lye, would make one | 
Tremble. 


She. Had I nor lov'd, you had found a denial 


My tender Heart, alas, was but too real ; 
He 


| S/ 


SL 
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Ze, R:al I know you were, I've often try'd ye, 
Real to forty more Lovers beſides me. 


| She. If thouſands lov'd me, where was my Tranſ- 


grellion, 
You we were the only He, ccr got Poſleſſion 2? 


He. Thou couldft talk prettily ere thou couldſt go, 
Child ; 


But I'm too old and wiſe, to be ſham'd fo, Child. 
She. Tho yare fo Cruel youll never belicye me, 
Yet do but take the Child, all I forgive thee. 
He. Send your Kid home to me] will rake care on't, ' 


If *r has the Mothers gifts, *cwill provea rarcone. 


To Cynthia. A. SONG. 


I. 
B' RN with the Vices of my kind 


I were Inconſtant too ; 


| Dear Cynthia, could I rambling find 


More Beauty than in you: 


IT. 
The rowling Surges of my Blood, 


By virtue now ebb'd low ; 4 
| > Should 


8 Miſcelliny POEMS. 
Should a new Shower encreaſe the Flood, 


Too ſoon would over flow. 
ITT. 
But frailty when thy Face I ſee, 


Does modeſtly retire ; 

Uncommon muſt her Graces be, 

Whoſe look can bound deſire. 
I'V. 


Not to my Virtue, but thy Power 
This Conſtancy is due, | 
When change it ſelf can give no more, 


"Tis cafic to be truc;. 


4 Mock SONG to, When firſt AwinTOR 
ſud af a Kiſs, &c. 
L. 
Minta one Night had occaſion to p 
Joan reach'd her the Pot that ſtood by her, 


I in the next Chamber could hear it to hiſs; 


The Sluce was ſmall, but Stream was ſtrong, 
My Soul was melting, thinking of blits,. - 


And raving I lay with deſire ; 
But 


T 


A 


Ir, 


ut. 


| 
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But nought couid be'done, "Tr X 
For alas ſhe p——d on; 
Nor car'd' for Pangs I ſuffer'd long, 
Foan next made haſt 
In th' ſeif ſame Caſe, 
To fix the Pot cloſe to her own A-—— 
Then Floods did come, 
One might have ſwom, 
And puff, a Whirl-wind flew from her Ji 
II. | \. 
Says Toan, by theſe ſtrange Blaſts that 46 5 
I gueſs that, the Night will grow windy, -; . 
For when ſuch Showers do fallfrom the Skies, 
To clear the Air the North-wind blows. - 
Ye naſty Quean, her Lady replies, 
That Tempeſt broke out from behind, yes 
And though it was decently kept from my Eyes, 
The troubled Air offends my Noſe. 
Says Joarn, ods heart, 
You have p—d a Quart, | 
G And 
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And now you make ado for a F—t: 

"Tis ſtill your mind 

To ſqueeze behind 3 


But never fell Shower from me without wind. 


. -\ 
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Epilogue to the Operaof D1 Do and ANEAS, 
performed at Mr. Preilt's' Boarding-School at Chel- 
ſey 3 Spoken by the Lady Dorothy Burk. 


rt 
” i 


L. that we knoy che Angels do above, | 
. I've read, is that they Sing and that they 


I Rs 


*, 
o 


The VoriF part we have to night perſorm'd, 
And if byEvye ou#Heirts not yet are warn'd, 
Great Providence his {till mote buantious been” | 
To ſave us from thoſe grand Deceivers Men, b 
Here bleft with Inti6ecnce, and peace of Mind 
Not only bred to Virtue,” but indliti'd ; 
We flowrith, 'and defie all humati kind. 

Arts curious Garden thus we learii ro know, 
And here ſecure from nipping Blaſts'we grow, 
| Let 


[ct 
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Let the vain Fop range o'er yon vile lewd Town, 
Learn Play-houſe Wit, and yow 'cis all his own; 
Let him Cock, Huff, Strut, Ogle, Lye and Swear, 
How he's admir'd by ſuch and ſuch a Player ; 
All's one to us, his Charms have here no poyfer, 
Our Hearts have juſt the Temper as before ; 2 


Beſides to ſhew we live with ſtricteſt Rules, 


Our Nunnery-Door, is charm'd to ſhut out Fools 3 


' | No Love-toy here can pals to private view, 


Nor China Orange cram'd with Billet dew, 


| Rome may allow ſtrange Tricks to pleaſe her Sons, 
"| But we are Proteſtants and Engliſh Nuns, 


I Like nimble Fawns, and Birds that bleſs the Spring 


Unſcar'd by turning Times we dance and ſing; 


Wein hopeto pleaſe, bur if ſome Critick here 
| {Fond of his Wit, deſigns tobe; ſevere, 


[Let not his Patience, be worn out. too ſoon, 


And in few years we ſhall be all in Tune. y 


G 2 Loves 


- 


- | T 
Loves Revenge. A SO No > : 
; HE World was cute, and' Nature lay 
T Lull'd in a ſofc Repole, = 
ASI in Tears reflecting lay T 
On Chles faithleſ(s Vows, " 
The God of Love all gay appear'd 
To heal my wounded Heart, 
New pangs of Joy my Soul indcard, N 
' And Pleaſure charm'd each part. 
Fond Man, ſaid he, here end thy Wo, 7 Bt 
Till they my Power and Juſtice know wo. 
The fooliſh Sex will all do fo. ” 
1. 
And for thy Eaſe believe, no blif | _ JFo 
Is perfe&t- without 'pain, | wore 3 
The- faireſt Summer (hurtful is a * 
Without ſome Showers of Rain ; : 
EE The 
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The Joys of Heaven, who would prizz 

If Men too cheaply bought, 
The deareſt part of Mortal Joys 

Moſt charming is when ſought ; 
And though with Droſs true Love they pay 
Thoſe that know fineſt Metals fay, 
No Gold will Coyn withour allay. 

ITI, 

But that the Generous Lover may, 
Not always figh in vain, 

The Cruel Nymph that kills ro day, 
To morrow ſhall be Alain. 

The little God no ſooner ſpoke, 
But from my ſight he flew, 

And I that groan'd with Chloes yoke 


4 Found Love's Revenge was true; 


| Her proud hard Heart tod late did turn 
With fierccr Flames than mine did burn, 


Whilſt I as much began to ſcorn. 
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Eesowu-WEertis: A Satyr by way 
of Dialogue, between Critick and 


Fame. 


r 
3. 


Crit, AE, that doſt o'er the Univerſe ſcatter 
| Satyrs and Libels, and Politicks tell 


." 


Say who's in-the Country drinking the Water ; 
And firſt begin with Epſom Well. 


IT. 
Crit. Who is that Lad there puffing and ſweating 2 


And who thoſe Rake hells that buz in his Ears 2? 
Fame. Tis the mad Lord that loves the Bul-baiting, 
With all his Brethren Dogs and Bears. 


| [TI 
Crit. Who are thoſe two lank Tallow fac'd Doxics, 
That look as juſt they from ſwearing did crawl 2 


Fame. Two Londen Whores would waſh off their 
Poxes, 


| Dreading their Dooms when Leaves do fall. 


IV. What 
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I 'V. 
Cr. What City Wite's there on the Downs rowling, 


'Who with young Bully to Box-Hill repairs, 
Fa. One, who whilſt Husband loſes at Bowling, 


Takes the right way to get him Heirs. 


V. 
Cr. But amongſt all theſe, pricthee dear Rumour 


What Fack i*th' Box is that with Coach & four? 
Fa. A Pox upon him, 'tis a Perfumer, 


That makes a ſtink all Fleer-ftreet or. 
_ £ * 


Cr. What Lady bright comes yonder a Tuning, 
To whom the Wits and the Witrtals ſo throng ? 
Fa. One that for all the Rooks is too cunning, 


And Plays and Sings all Summer long, 
VII. 
Cr. What bonny Blade firs there above fifty, 


Chewing the Cud amongſt Elmor's Calves ? 
Fa. 'Tis an old Bachelor, that to be thrifty, 


Purchaſes Land by tulls and halts. 
| VIII. 
Cr. The Vicar here loves Wine above Water, 


Chearing his Heart againſt wofuller Times; - 
G 4 Then 
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Fa. Then coaks the Juſtice, and kiſs his Daughter, 
There no more ſubje& left for Rhime. 


Prologue ſpoken by Mr. Harns 
to TRAPOLIN, or a Duke I 
no Duke. 


Ef 7-0 ſuppos'd a Prince, this humour ſhows 


You wh—res * may be thought Chaſt, 


Strange Matters do depend upon ſuppoſe, 


You Criticks witty + 
And I that have been kept tor being pretty, 


Suppos'd a Beau, through the weli govern'd City ; 
Fancy digeſted into ſtrong Suppoſes, 
MakesChecks fair, where noLiliies grow norRoſes, 
And Women beauriful that want their Noſes : 
Tis that and Nature all the World inſpires, 
Fancy's the Bellows, kindling up new Fires 

When th' Fuel's gone, that ſhould ſupply deſires; 
And Nature is the Parent we all know, | 


By whom like Plants, we fruftific and grow. 
a To the Eighteen penny Gallery. 4 To the Pit. 
The 
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The Reverend Cirizen ſixry and above, 
That by poor Inch of Candle barters Love; 
Suppoſes, that his Son affd Heir he got, 
Burt ask his Wife, and ſhe ſuppoſes nor. 
The Trees by Roſamond Pond her Sins have known, 
And the dear Leaves ſtill ſtick upon her Gown ; 
Whilſt the dull Sor, that's juſt a C eld made, 
Suppoſes ſhe's ar Church, and praying for a Trade. 
The Country Novice newly come to Town, © 
Doom'd by his Parents to a dagled Gown ; 
That wanting Grace, in Love moſt lewdly falls 
With ſome hot Nymph in theſe unhallow'd Walls, 
Suppoſes ſome bright Angel he has gotten, 
Till finding by fad ſigns the Wh—re was rotten ; 
His ſweating Study's chang'd to ſweating Tubs, 
And Doctor Littleton, for Dofttor Hobs, 


Pray tell me, who would marry here among ye, 


(For Whoring ye all hate, I ſcorn to wrong ye, ) 
That did nor firſt ſuppoſe his Wife a Maid, 

And Virgin Pleaſures bleſt the Marriage Bed ; 
: Yer 
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Yer "tis Opinion' muſt your Peace ſecure, 
For no Experiment can do't I'm fure ; 
In Paths of Love, no totſteps cer were trac'd, 


All you can do is to ſuppoſe her Chaſt ; 


For Women are of thar deep ſubtle kind 


The more you dive to know, the leſs you find, 
Ah, Ladies, what ſtrange Fate attends us Men, 
For when we prudently would ſcape your gin, 
Sweet Suppolition draws the Woodcocks in : 

In all Afairs 'cis ſo, che Lawyer bawls, 


And with dam'd Noiſe and Nonſence plagues the 
| Halls, 


Suppoſing after ſeven years being a Drudge, 
'Twill be his Fortune ro be made a Judge: 

The Parſon too that prays againſt Ill Weathers, 
That thumps the Cuſhion till he leaves no Feathers, 
Would ler his Flock, I fear, grow very lean, 
Without a fat Suppole of being a Dean : 

In every thing is ſome by End, but Wit, 

And that has too much.Virtue in'r, to pet; 


Then for our ſakes that want a lucky Hit, 
| Let 


V 
Y 
f 
A 


he 


$7) 


£t 


Miſcellayy' POEMS. or + 
Let kind Suppoſe, for once poſſeſs your Mind, 
Think in that Charm all Pleaſures are confin'd, 
Tho you miſlike the Farce, pray don't diſcloſe'it ; 
Bur if you.are not ſatisfi'd, — Suppoſe it. 


Ar EEE GG V 

On the Death of that true Perfection 
of Beauty and Goodneſs, the Lady 
EssEegx SPe1cCKET, who dyed 
of the Small-Pox, immediately af- 
ter her Marriage. 


Written by way of Dialogue betwixt Mors 
and Hymen. | 
Mors ES Second Caule, of Mans Original, 


Why does thy Head upon thy Boſom 
| all? | 
Why are thy ative Spirits all diſpers'd 2 

Why thy Robe torn, and genial Torch reyers'd, 
As if the end of Nature now were come, 


And general Diſſolution filld one Tomb. 
* Since 
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Since Mortals all by our diſpoſes move, 


' 


I point their date of Time, and thou their Love 
Since Death is natural to all arc born, | 
| * Why doſt thou languiſh thus, why doſt thou mourn? 
Hymen. Thou bloodleſs Tyrant of Mortality ; . 


Pale King of Charnels, canſt thoy ask me-why 2 
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Ah, that I could reverſe Heavens great Decree, 


vr 
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And in thy Place fix any Fate but thee ! 


PO 2 
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Thou that thus rudely dar'ſt my Rights invade, 
And cloud Love's brigheſt Luſtre with thy ſhade, 
{ Whit barbarons Power a a lawleſs Gueſt, 

| - And Rape a Virgin from her Nuptial Feaſt ; 

The ſharpeſt Bolt in Heaven with fatal ſpeed, 
My cager Rage ſhould dart upon thy head, 


| 
| 


Mo. Raging in vain, —thou idly ſpendſt thy breath» 

Doſt thou not know reward for Sin is Death ? 

| Since Primitive offence, Zymey, for Sin I own, 

But ah, why ſhould ſhe Periſh that, had none 2 

The ſweet 4/patia was all purity. 

Mors. Was not the ſweet Aſpatia born to dye ? 
Hym. 


n? 
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Prym. Tho Nature's Tribute once ſhe were to pay 
Could it be due upon her Wedding-day; - | F 
A time when Rapture the pleas'd Senſe controuls, 
And ſpritely Joy kept Revels in their Souls. - 
When Yeſta fond of hey dear Charge to me,. .'J 
Had juſt givia-up her beauteous Votary, 

A facred Mould for a bleſt Progeny : 
Art ſuch atime when Love did brighteſt ſhine, 


.| When Life was dear, to force her to reſign 


Was cruelty fit for no Breaſt but thine. 

Mo. Theſe Arguments how vainly you employ ! 
You are a Friend, but I ſworn Foe to Joy; - 

Art the wide door of Luxury I wait, 
And ſummon there the leaſt prepar'd to fate;  : -/ 
An envious Pleaſure does my. Breaſt orflow-:; / 
Todaſh their ſweeteſt draughts of Life with wo z 
So when the haughty Syrzaz Monarch crown'd.... - 
His ſwelling Bowls in Gulphs of Pleaſure drown'd ; 


When Conſecrated Veſlels were not free 


From the wild Law of his Impiety ; 


When 
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| When: thoughtleſs Epicures ſwolnwith exceſs, F 
# And wanton Women cliat m'd his Soul with blifs, 
The fatal Hand upon the Wall was plac'd, 
Subſcribing that ſhort moment for his laſt. 

Hym. Why nam'ſt thou thagor Syria's Monarch here 
- Death, as reward of Sin was proper there ; 
His ill ſpent:days obrain'd to long a date, 
Sporred with Crimes and-mellow'd for his fates, 
Bur ſweet Afpatia oviltleſs from her birth, 
Divinely liv'd an Angel-upon Earth. 

Mors. Mecrit extreme, «but with'a/Mortal F7 AE 
Hymn. Allworth is Mortal with remorſeleſs fate; 

A charming Grace did all her A@ions guide, 

A facred Virtue never foif'd with Pride; 

A faint-like Prety, a" pirying Hearr, 

An uncorrupted Bedliry withour Att, 

Humble a5 Corrape Gitls, yet awful too, 
Kidn'to diſtreſs; andro all Merrit true ; 

Devour as Angels, ſinging Hymns on high, 

Yet ſpite of all their Graces : 


Me. Born to d ye: Hym' 
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Hym. If theſe could not thy Avarice oer-come, - 

Thou mighr'ſt rake more to ſwell the-mighty ſum, 

Her graceful Modeſty, her mighty Wig, | 

The one delighttul, as che other great ; 

And then for Patience, and bleſt Chariry, 36) 

None cer her equal knew l | 

Mo. Yer born to dye, 

Hym. Not only dye, but in her blooming Age, + . | 

To feel the Curſe of thy extremeſt Rage, 

A double Death did her dear Lite purſue, 

Of Beaury firſty and then of Nature too, © 

Vile Schellicon that wouldſt not Pity thew, © - 

But where no Fleſh'is, how ſhould Pity grow?* 

Were thy Soul form'd'of any thing bur ſpire, 

Or all the contrafies of ſoft- delight : it Opr' 

Thoſe Eyes late blinded with diſeaſe fo fonl - '- -* A 

With pointed Beams had ſhot thee to the Soul". 

Me.; That was one Reaſon why I quench'd their 
fire, | Ah 

Her Wir and Beauty did ſo far aſpire, | 


Even Death had elſe been fool'd into deſire, 
: Pity 
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| Picy had warm'd my. Breaſt to ler her live,” «| - 
And Female Charms had purchas a Reprieve, 
Had not re{enting Ghoſts/o'er whom I Reign, 
All murmuring at-a.thought ſo ſtrange, ſo vain, 
Declar'd io the Grand Council of my State, -- 1 JT 
Piry was fir for any thing bur Fate. po 
Hym. And Fate more fit for any thing than Love, 
Henceforth aloud in eyery-thady Grove, / om 
Where harmleſs Loyers pretty Garlands wove. | 
The Swains and Nymphs Aſpatia's Obſequies, - T 
Shall ſing with heavy Hearrs and weeping Eyes; Ir 
Aſpatia's. hapleſs Fate each, Breaſt ſhall "ſway; div 


Aſpatia's ſtory ſhall wear out,-the-day, H 
.Satyrs ſhall, range from their, obſcure Abode, . | q 


| \ Vice ſhall grow-famous, Marriape out of mode, 
 Andrill by warrant from the Deity 

Hymen;has power to alter Fate's decree, 

Of this greatwrong he'll nc'er ceaſe to complain; 


Nor ever tye the. genial Knot again. 


To 
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An" Q.D., Peg 
To m) much honored Friend Sir: Tino 48S 


GARKK A R'D, Baronet, up; his | Climng- 
Ferical TEAR 


"HE famous old Irie that "ewenty. years 
roil d, 


To write us the PRUBUs thar Udine Jr jopkins has 
= ſpoil'd, 
> | !ngiving account of the Ages of Men ; 


Has ſtrangely confin'd us to Threeſcore and | Fe, 
He tells us, ro ſcare us, his laſt hour is near, ; 


Thar enters the ſad ClimaQterical Fae — 
+BY | 
Then welfare the Magithar inſpir'd by good Wine, 


As 


| Cares neither for Seventy nor ſever times Nine ; 
Whole jolly brisk Humor adds ſands to'his Glaſs, 
And ſtanding upright can look Fate ini the face ; 
That makes much of Life, but when Niure is due 


8 


Declines like a Flower, as ſweet as he grew. 
H IN. To 
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—Fo his fair Example and Grandeur of Soul, 

Let each in his order Carouſe a. fult Bowt;” - 
Whatever dull Gown: men,/or Sages may think, 
There's tio Man grows old "till he ceaſes to drink; 


Thea Health roc$ir Thowgs, and that he may be, 
_ "Well vt ſixſeqre as ar _—_ and threa! - | 


The. KING'S Health 
wut 1 4CATCH Smg in Pres, 
7 Tiger!) 
OW Second Hannibal is come, 
N O'tr frozen Lakes and mounts of Snow, 


To found our Faith on conquer d Rome, 


And give Proud France, a fatal Blow. 
(Sl 7 LNqiat 2:0 þ 

Well way our Phelas diſappear, 
And-fer his Glory in the Sea; 

1f Planery, of. a-lower Sphere, 
Can. giyc.us greater light than he. 


IU. Fryars 
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Fryars and Monks, and all thoſe bald-pate Fools, 
Wich Waters, Qyntments, Beads and Shamg, .. , 
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, Pargops and. Angichriſtign Bulls, \. 
Muſt yicld to:Relgict battering Rams: /: 710 
IV. | 
Intallibility is gone, R 
And Judges of Diſpenſing Pow os... Aa 
That had their Country quite undone, = 
Was ever known ſuch Sons of Whores: 


a Gh 


\ Ip 
Drink all arotnd, chen by conſent, | 2 
Health to the Monarch of the Land, 
The Queen, and healing Parliament 6 
Pledge me ſix Bumpers ina hand, 


And when the Jeſuirs you ſee, 


| Dangling upon the Triple Trce, 


Fill up ſix more, and hog with me, 
A Plague on ſenſeleſs Popery. | 


MH... A. 
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A Letter written by the Author for a Friend, tal 7 
one in Town; being a SATTYR, of 
DixnGeBz0r:' and a Rampant -W 19 o'wJT 


1685. RF 
| | Broad when DingFoy's Verſes came, T 
[ A a in the Scrowl you rcad my Name, 1: 
| { Too well 7 my. deareſt | Friend I know T 
| You bluſh'd as much as I do now, - It 
j Nor that you thought my ſcanty Crimes Bu 
Had not deſerv'd Satyrick Rhimes 3 ; - | F | 

Bur that I ſhould a Subje&t be, ky -psr 

For th' Pen of ſuch a" Dunce as he, | | ” O 
Whoſe cmpty Noddle fill rakes pains "I Fa 
Without a dram of Scnle or Bratns, | O 

To make niy-Fame about Ns Towt, h, W 

As black and voly as his own. Ti 

By 


Nature a ſignal ſhame has meant, 


{To the Obſlinate ahd 'Tenoranr, W 
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And Dingboy above all Mankind | 

-— fThe Curſe of his own Vice does find ; 
\ th Tis. plague enough co be a Fool, 

on Wretchedly Poor, and Proud, as Dull, 


'WJTo aim at Wit and Writing well, 

And yet not have the ſence to ſpell, 

To give the Noble Art abuſe, 

By daring to invoke a Mule. 

This, one would think, were ſhame enough, 
If Bldck-heads cer could taſte Reproof; 

Bur he, as if the Genius fled .. N 
From th' barren Soyl of ſuch a Head ; | 
2 ] Still plunges on, and with ſtrange flights 

Of new invented Nonlſence writes ; 

| | Fame gives it our, th' unthinking Beaſt 

Once ſet up for a Romiſh Prieſt, 

With goggling Eyes, and ſupple Hams, 
Train'd up to all their Tricks and Shams 3 
But ne'er was wiſe enough to know, | 


Whether the Rat was damn'd or no, 


R 
An 


That car the conſecrated Dough : 
| H 4 Things 
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Things paſt his reach lie ner dutſt kope, 

Bur after got into a Troop, 

Where now he Lurks, Roars, Hufts, and Fights, 
With the ſame Genius thar he writes. ' 

Don Quixot-like plays pranks in vain, 

Plagu'd by the Wind-mills in his brain ; 

Now rails, now writes, bur ſuch a Stile, 

So filchy Dogril and fo Vile, | 

He dipt his Pen we well might think 

In Excrement inſtcad of Ink, | 

Such Rhimes on Wall of common Jakes, 

Which every Bum for Faſemenr takes : 

T many times have ſeen ill writ 

With F inger and a Thumb be 
Yer they appcar to this dull Sot, 


As fine as ever Cowley wrote, 

Such ſhameful Madneſs ſtill we ſee 
In Impudent ſtupidity ; 

Bur here lets leave him for a while 


Inth' Jakes, which can his Fame defile, 


And 
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And turn to jerk the Female Friend, ' 7 
He does ſo wretchedly defend 5 
ts, | Oh Women, born for Mans Delight, 

His Eaſe by Day, his Joy by Night, 

Ye uſeful Miſchiefs which we keep 

To procreate, eat, drink, and ſleep ; 

Ye Ladles which we Fools require, 

To cool the\Broth of our deſire, 

Deſign'd, no doubt, for our reliet, 

Though oft converted to our Grief : 

Liſten to one oblig'd to rail, 

And mark the Juſtice of my Tale ; 

And you, who to our coſt we find, 

The worſt of all that baneful Kind, 
Widows I mean, who lofe your Senſes, 

When wanting due Beneyolences. 

With ſolid Confidence Prepare, 

And hearken to the Charatter 

Of the moſt lewd and rampant Whore, 


That eyer in a Bandore 3 


] H 4 From | 
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1B From Taplaſh froth of Nappy Ale, | 
1 She had her great Original ; | 
Her Father in a Drunken fir, 
The ſhe cleir Monſter did beget, 
And brought a Pattern of new Crimes 
To plague the World in after Times; 
Unfortunate the Man, and Curſt, | 
Thar did the fin to wed her firſt, 
But th' Dunce that ſecond Wedlock nam'd 
Is beyond all Redemption dam'd, 
No fleſh on Earth ſo wretched made, 
Nor Hell hereafter half fo bad 3 
The Rogue that Robs to buy him Bread, 
When hang'd attones for the ill decd, 
Who Atts all other deadly Sins, - 
. With his own blood clears cach offence. T 
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His Puniſhment does pain releaſe, B 
Nor does his Crimes retard his Peace; H 
But he that does a Widow wed, Al 
In Luſt and rank Contagion bred, Ne 

bo Fomen- 
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Fomenter of Revengeful Fewd, 
And beyond Meſſaline lewd, 
One that has ſtill infe&ed been, 
With all the Plagues of Female Sin, 
And like the Grave or greedy Sca, 
Swallow'd up all came in her way; 
Who yokes with her is doom'd for ſlaughter, 
And worſe Hell here than that hereafter 2 
And now to let the Reader ſee. 
The Curſe of weak Humanity 3 
Amongſt the greateſt thar appears, 
To vex my late Ill manag'd Years, 
Led by the blind Efforts of Nature 3 
"Twas my ill Fate to love this Creature, 
And what from Charity begun, 
To her, her Husband, and her Son, 
By Patlion was ſo hurried on, 
Her Family and mine were one ; 
About my Neck the Snake I hung, 
Not thinking I ſhould ere be ſtuog ; 


x05 


And 
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| And till to love ( made Refotition ) 
w A Feind thar ſtudied my Confuſion ; 
This Jilt whom 'my miſguided Powers, 
Have fed in her falacious hours; 


And gorg'd her Mercenary Luſt 


With Love unfeigned, chough' unjuſt ; | 
Pardon me, oh thou better part, 

That haſt deſerv'd, and haſt my Heart ; 
Pardon me, Virtue, that doſt know 


What Folly's wild deſire will do, 
And let my Shame and Penitence 


Attone for niy confeſs'd Offence ; 
Bur ler fermentcd Spleen ſwell high, 


When I relate her Infamy, 
Who like the Furies is indu'd 


Wirth baſeneſs and Ingratitude ; ' 


Oft when the black Intrigue was fram'd: 


By Witchcraft and deſire inflam'd, 


Has the perfidious Strumper ſwore, 


Still ro love ne, and no one more ; 
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Bur Gifrs did All this kindiefs buy, = 
For ſtill ſo fond. ſ6 blind was I, 
Thar I purſued the guilty Curſe, 
And prov'd my Paſſion by my Purſe ; 
as oft I have by Wine inlþir'd, 


ur never ſo 6ft as ſhe defir'd : 
his were 2 Setret, I confeſs, | 
If th' Nature of her Faulr were leſs; 
Bur Crimes, like bers, nor can, nor may, bs 
Be puniſh'd any other way. 
Oh that my Pen were 61F'd' with Gall, 
o write this next, this worſt of all, 
And that her Rage and Lerchery , 
7cre proy'd to Nations as to me; 
Know then, this Creature ſcandal proof, 
his very Widow that's enough, 
orgetting all the numerous Scrowls, 
dhe ſent me when we mingled Souls; 
The Oarhs and Vows, and all the Dam'd, 
Deceirs through all her Letters cram'd, 
Bi | | Which 
k 
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Which that the World the Truth: may know | 
Under her hand I keep to ſhow : 
This Proftitute, this Fiend in Crape, 

Dares now accuſe me for a Rape, 

And ſwear I forc'd her Chaſtity, 

That was more like to Raviſh me ; 

Such Flames there are, ſuch ſcorching Fire, 

In Womens uncontroul'd deſire, 

Tis this that does my Soul perplex, 

This moves my Hatred to the Sex, A 
Swells my full Spleen, and makes me prove 

| My Anger far above my Love, 

For ne'cr was a Wornan better us'd, 

Nor never Man ſo much abus'd ; 

And though the Champion of this Trull, 

In Dogri! Rhimes ſtill plays the Fool, 
Nonſence malitiouſly expreſt, 

"Tis but the Nature of the Beaſt ; 

He only ſhews his little ſpire, 


And ſnarles and grins, but ne'cr could bite ; 


He 
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He means no ill what cer he fays, 
But Cats will Mew, Dogs have their Days 
Bullies, and Curs, run opet mourh'd ; 
But Oaken ,Cudpel frights *em both. 
And now a word or two ler's ſpare, 
To deſcant on the Husband's Care, 
The Husband that new Joys has try'd, 
And found the /zdes in a Bride ; 
An cafie paſſage through the Straights, | 
Where Lucifer and Charon waits, 
To carry the next comer oor, * 
Where many a Man has gone before : 
Had he no way to ſhun this Fare, 
No warning of his Finke State ? 
Were there.no Halters, no kind hang - 
To tip him into ſome deep Pond 2 | 
No Drug nor Rats-bane to be bought, 
To.rid him from his dreadful Lot ? 
'Tis hard, but wretched Man ne'er Enows 
Till *cis too late his" cure-of woes; 

. For 
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For * tis beyond all doubr if cer, 

His Wite's Salt Freaks had reach'd his Ear,. 
Which all the Country round can tell 

And her firſt C— old knew ro0 well. 

He would ſome friendly Razor choole, 

Or happy Cord on Rafegr uſe, 

Ece flipt into dam'd Widows Nooſe, OE 
But there I! leave hin © be merry, . 

And now rhe Saryr, growing weary, h 
Thinks ft, dear Friend, to bid adue, 
And Pardon ask for tiring you 3 | 

As for Sallacious and her Men, 

Eſpecially the Champion Pen, pe: 


AS he likes this, I hope hell W vrite agen. 


F F 
Fo 


To the Right Hmorable the Lady OE R. 
on her Genitts-in POETRY IM 
[NE Muſes celeb:are the Poets Art, 0 
N And dl ou a toth ſhall teach the noble | 
Virtue and Beauty fo divindly 'knowh | 
In you, I thought, *would be enough for one; 
Yet 


<< <= F << © me 


Sc 
L 


- - 
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Yet Heaven, that more admir'd its work ſhould be, 
Has gilt your Mind with glittering Poetry ; 

With Gifts uncommon has inſpir'd your Soul, 


Nor thought a part ſufficient, but the whole. 
Well may that happy Sex the World ſubdue, 
That Conquer Men with Witand Beauty roo; 
Whar ——_ Force Is proper for our Aid, 

When Powers like theſe Great Britain does invade, 
Our ſelves againſt our ſelves, we muſt divide, 

And to ſecure us run off to your fide, 4 | 4 
With fuch a double Force when you affail, - 
Alas; what finglc Armor can prevail ! 

So fam'd Thaleſtris in the Trojan War, 

Like Pallas Valiant, and hke Penus Fair, 

= VVith double VVeapons always-gain'd the PHRags 
R. VVho miſs'd her Sword, fell Priſoner to her Eyes. 


 _ [F Thoſe who can with bright Beauties Charms dif 
7: PENCE, 

Art And thiak they're free; are captiv oy by your Seaſs; 
 'JAndah, what Force ſo-ſtrong that-it ſhould dare 


; | T oppoſe the Good, the Witty, and the Fair; 
C ct Warm 
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Warm" me then; Madam, by your Muſes fire, Fw" 
And let me ſee the' Works-I ſhall admire, Tl 
My Genius by-your Influence ſhall breath, Sh 


And ny bind your Bays into a wreath. - - | W 


4n lions nk for a late Comsp x, and 


to be ſpoke by Mr. MoNxrokD, ma long An 
PIOfUran Cloak. | Le 
Rom a range Miracle which none.can \pioing __ 
Þ For fure no fool could &cr run mad; for Love, ou 
From antick whim, compos'd of Song and Rant, Th 

Our hot-brain'd Stribler now. will make me..cant, 
He fays this Garb and a right Tone: will-fat _ - | | 
Moſt of the Ciry Wives that here are met, A 
Which i{-it happen is a fair occaſion | But 
To bring us all the Non-cons of the Nation : To 
Things now, thank Heaven, are at a better paſs, Loc 
Thanlare they were before the ACt of Grace; No 
* ÞAm 


And'it this Proje& is bur manag'd right, 


Gad we ſhall trip the Conventicles quite, , 
| If ſo 
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If fo, who values how your ſlurs falls, . ... 
There's many a FF: -houſe ivp wiehlg yh peri : 


Sa #43 4 


PT qi, 


: yi uy x for. once. +, Ba WT. 

F Dear Siſters that Sayers in Parttins ws 

g And all che force of Bowel, yernings know 3. 

Let not your Breaſts for Sinners pant and Fell | 

Bur ſeck the Truth, and ro.my Boſom cleave ; ++ 

Lewd frothy Bullics only.can ,provoke, - -/;,; / 

There's ſomthing worth your while under theClok 

I this will.do. Ra bs + Has 

| This will my Female Erjcads, "om Wapping call, 
A Tone with Women brings the Devil and. all : 7 
Bur Sirs, methinks, you malancholly grow, .. 

| To teach yon then what virtue is in ſhow; | 

; [Look ye, this * Wig tranſlates me to a Bow: | 

Now let me hear the proudeſt of ye ſay ,-, 

Amongſt you all, that he diſlikes the Play. 


+ Puts on a great Peruke. 


| It 
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If ye are Thvious, vent i it-all at home, 
Wit pardahs Faults, ſince every one has ſome ; 
And'thit how few correftly uſe their Pen, 
I leave t6'tt? Judgment of all witty Met, 
And fo Ill be a * Canting Rogue'agen. 
Friends, I would fain _ theſe our Times, 
Religions Uſe of reaſoning in _ : 


Fas” 


W ire tow united oY may ſce a Play; ; 
Affinity of Works 'our "liking calls, - 
For all vur Labors are'a kind of Drolls. 
'Mongſt all the F emales here that want conducting 
For I've's preat Yeſire- to be inſtruCting, 
Hor to-convince T'd6-inttcar alone, | "_ 
To come up to my Robin and rub me down ; | 
And if ſhe be not throughly fatisfi'd, 
Let her from me my choiceſt Gifrs divide, 
Make me a Scoff amongſt the Sons of Men, 
As never able ro hold forth agen. 

* Pulls of a Pak and clapson a broad Hatt. 


ng 


| "I, Be X 
"f after rhis you out 'Endeayours flight, 


4n 


___—__ 


Y Py 
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_— . 


Anothen BP IL 0 GM & Hnqengded for the ſame. 


. 
* 


Yet not fo perfeMly; bur.that perhaps; 


There may be ſtill ſome fear of a Relapſe” 
Your kindnels, noble.Friends; niy/Wits may Þ 


But if the Sparks grow muricous}. 1 rave, - 
Since 'ris not” wholly from cheir Judgments done, 
Bur ſome dear Female Punt; that ſers 'em 6n{(:it 


ta i 
Fy. >» 
C 


- 
. 


The Pocts Cauſe and mine ars oneto-tiighe, 
I do my beſt to at, as ho ro writes* [vi 1! | 


Then I muſt fall into my former fie, © © 


And though to all tra& Judgments we! ſiibmir, 
Rail ar the barb'rous Dragons of 'the Pir. 


£3 5 


EfleCtion on the different Brains of Men, 
R Has fuddenly reſtor' me mihet afens« iQ 1 


— 2 H 9J 


© . 
*2 4\g/i 
o 
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| For to be hiſs'd by fat as frare& can read, 7 - 


Faith 'tis enough ro'make one mitd"indeed. 


The 


My juſt Complaint I here: addreſs, 


— > — _ 
_ ——— 
TI" —— 


nao D R E "4AM: 


Lo. Czzanon's | Complain of Mo 
PREUS to the Aſembb of the GO DS, 


Q thee, Su preme: Almighty Jove, 
[And all the Parliament above, | 


Griefs by complaining are.made lefs;. 
Whilſt thoſe that ſilence trys to tame 
| Break ſooneſt our ingo a. Flame, 
The ſpiteful Morpheus I accuſe, 20-'/ 
That in our, Mid-Night Slumbers ſhews 
| Falſe Scenes of Pleaſure to moleſt | 
| The tortur'd Lover from that Reſt; 107 
Which Heaven and Nature does prepare, 
As Cordial for all Mortal Care. 

Reliev'd by five ſucceeding years, 
My ſighs diſpers'd, and dry my Tears, 


W hich 
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Which daily had my; Eyes bedew'd,: . 
Through Cyn:his's ſtrange Ingratitude ; 
As in my Bed I ſleeping, Jay, | 
. | Tird wich'the Troubles of the Day; . 
© | Prepar'd that Eaſe to have enjoy'd, - 
Which reſtleſs Love had long deny'd, 
The God from whom all {lumbers. fall, 
Decrc'd I ſhould haye none ar all ; $53: 
Bur with ſtrange Viſions 'wrack'd my Brain, 
And Dreams ridiculous. and. vain : 
Methought, with wings fix'd on to fly, 
I ſtrangely ſoar'd up to the Sky ; 
Where on a Lucid Cloud in: State, 
A Reverend hoary Elder fat, 
Bearing a Shield, that ſtil'd him Fate; 
His Head and Beard as white as when 
The Winter Snow does Sheer the Plain; 
His Brow auſtere, his Eyc as bright - 
As Venws in a ſtarry Night : 


ich --- bfg 
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' And though ſome Furraws did appear, 

' Dig by the Cares ot thay a year, 

The awful. Wrinkles djd "prelage '& 

The effeQs! of Wildomwore than Ape: 
On his left hand were' leſſer fates, 
Employ'd' in ordering Crowns and States, 
And on huge Iroti Wheels ejoin'd | 
To ſpin the Lives of Humankind ; 
And. in his .Lap large Bundles wete, 
| The Dooms of many-a* foreſpent year, 
Long ſcrowls containing wondrous things, 
The downfals of unlucky Kings; 

\, Swiſt turns of Nobles into ſlaves, 

The Luck of Fools'and Riſe of Knayes; 

'. And Man's incvirable hour 
Of Good '6r Ill was in his power ; 
Thus whilſt [ trembling fix'd my Eye 
Upon this more Tha Deity : 


W< > > I > Wd TT =. A = 


hm, 


ſ 


SS © © Þ Þ 7 


Methought I ſaw a numerous 'Crowd 
All thronging up, and crying loud, 


Fo 


is... 
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For an immediate, redreſs CIT 
Of all-their ſeveral Gricyances;,., ... 
 Emperial Heads wich Crown and; Ball, 
Prelates in Robes Epiſcopal ; 
Traders, Phyſicians, Lawyers come,-. 
All crowching to revoke their: Doom, . 
The Muſes alſo thither preſs'd, 


And mine, methought, amongſt the reſt; - - 


Nay, Beauty too her Intereſt try'd, 
But was as ſullenly denyd; 

In vain a Monarch here diſclos'd | 
His Suit whom fate had late depog'd, 
As vainly Prioſts large, Sums prepare, 
| Alpiring to the Papal Chair ; K 
* Or ſordid- Clowns infeſt our Schools, 
Born and; predeſtin'd to be, Fools;,... 


Who dully, Rich, would States:men grow,  : 


By Nature moulded for.the Plow ; 

As vainly too he ſecks for Ore, ;, 

Dam'd to. zhe. Curſe, of being Poor. . 
5 


on 
—_ 
" 
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| As Travellers in Forreſts ſtray, 5 

He ever takes the Erring way; 

Thus Good'or Evil deſtiny, 

Waits on Fates abſolute decree. 

As to my Eyes theſe Wonders came, 
Methoughe''a burſt of dreadful Flame 

Crack'd the vaſt Cloud, and ro my'ſight 
Shew'd the dark Cave of endleſs Night, 
Difmal as Chaos when all Nature lay | 
Confus'd in one huge Luip of Clay, 
When Earth's prodigious bulk was ſeen © 
To quake with Air enclog within, © - 
And muddy Floods foant'd" with defite,” 
To combar their old Foe the Fire, 

From ics wide Mouth breath'd forth a Yell, 
| That ſoon confirtm'd'this place was Hell; 

8 And by 'fome' flakes of blewiſh Flame, - - 


8 That from a glowing Furtnce came; 


| | Unſeen I could diſcern with eaſe, 


bd "Twas hi Devils Court of Common Pleas, 


Wo: ; Where 
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Where Souls in different Cauſes drudge, | 
And where Fare alſo fits as Judge: 
Here Princes, Plowmen, Lords and Slaves, 
I Panders and States-men, Fools and Knaves, *'; 
Maids that ne&er bleſsd with Men would be, 
And Widows dam'd for having three 
Made their Appeals —ſome Poets too, 
But very fat and very few, -* 
The noted dulleſt of the Crew, 


Broil'd their next neighbors, theſe more curſt, 


han all the Fiends were hated worſt ; 
ho knowing Hell fo hot a Place, 


ame to augment it with their Greaſe 3 


aſt crowds of Pimps and Noſeleſs Whores, 
ich Epicures and bloated Boors, 

ith Shoals of Baldpate Prieſts and Fryars, 
ven clog'd the fierceſt of the Fires. 

deaf with the Crys of thoſe that mourn'd, 
\s I gaz'd on, the Court adjourn'd; 


me 


Huge 


- 
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Huge Gatcs of Jet methought were ſhut, 
Nor knew I which; way to get out, 
Till from 2 ſecret diſmal Room, 

A hollow Voice methought did come, 
Thar. ery'd tor forty Peter Pence, 

I will (raſh Mortal) lead thee hence : 
Apreed, quoth I, with all my Soul, 
Then ſtraight one ſtarted from the hole, 
That by his Robe and Stature Tall, 

I knew to be a Cardinal, 

That here on Earth loy'd Coin fo well, 
His Palm was itching for't in Hell 5 
But I no ſooner had begun ; 

To drive this hopeful bargain on, 
When one of Fate's great Family 

Came up and ſciz'd me tor a 'Spy, 
Swearing I came by Famec's. report 

To learn the PraCtice of that Court ; 
Reſolv'd to teach their Methods all, 


To the Attournies of Guil/d- Hall : 


Feur- 
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a Fearing the Laſh for taking Bribes, | | | 
My faithful Guide my Doom 'proſcribes, 

'' And like a through-paſs'd Prelate ſwore, 


. 


He was attaching me before, 

To bring me to the Throne of Fate, | 
Before whom I was hurried ſtraighr, - 
Through Regions vaſt of drery Night : 
At laſt aſcending up to Light, 

| | The Judge his Reaſon did unlock, 
And thus methoupht divinely ſpoke; - 
By Womans frailty, though undone, 


Tet art thou ſtill Apollo's Son, 'J 
Beauty may grieve thy Heart with pain, 42 


But it ſhall never hurt thy Brain; © 
Thy Dvrom's revok'd, ſhe not fpoſſeſi d, 
Go hence and ſlumber, and be bleſs'd. | 
As when ſome Wretch that chain'd does lye, | . 
Expecting every hour to dye, ; 
Hears the glad found of a Reprieve, 

And Royal Grant to let him live ; | 
2r- | | His 


ie CONTIN" 


be: theft 3 
LS ? ; 
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+ His Heart that vaſt Content. does cloy, - 1 
_ Faints at the blaze of ſudden Joy, ; 
Wi 
Such Patton did my Soul poſſes, = 
Reflefting on approaching Bliſs; Mo 
And now merhought by Sacred Power uy 
I was tranſported to a Bower, + | Th 
Where the I»diar Jeſlamine and Roſe 5 BY 
Of Syria, laſting Sweets diſcloſe, 15 38 Th 
Clear Rivolets 'that took their |Vents ' = 
From flowry Mounts, made their — on 
And with ſmall Pebbles croll'd along, | 
Stil 
Making a pretty purling Song ; | | | mg 
And thence in wild Meander's flow, "a 
To bleſs the Verdant Meads below : 4 fo 
Tall Sons of Earth the leavy Trees, Im 
All ſhook ro make'refreſhing Breeze; To 
The lofty Pine, the Maple ſtronge, br 
The Laurel ever Green'and Young; 3 
The Oak, the Monarch of the Wood, | —_ 
That had two hundred Winters ſtood p 
' The 
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The fata! Aſh; thar wanting * Keys, _ ki MJ 
To Kingdoms bodes Calamities, | 
With th' Elm that! high his Frone. doth —_ 
Long flouriſh'd in that heavenly Place ; 

Nor did the mirthful Birds 'forbear 

To keep their Evening Conſort there 5 

The barb'rous Rape that had too long +: +! 
{Been Philomela's lonely Song ; | Þ 
' IThe Thruſh and'Linner $kill'd in Arts, 

Ser to their Flures, and ſung in. parts, 

Whilſt the wron'd + Swaliow. half the year, ; 
Still hovers round-their Heads to hear ; 

And the fad || Pheaſant rakesino- bliſs 

In his gay particolour'd dreſs -.- Fj 

As all my Cares. here flecp did chaſc, 

Who could have Cares in ſuch a place? 

To add to my exceſs! of. Joy, 

[This ſecond Viſion blefs'd my Eye: 

A nt bar her yely Key actin, bes Renal 


State, or the di t Prince or Monarch. 
t Porgne the Wife c cob = ava _ into a Swallow. | 


j T+ys her Son, turn'd into a Pheaſant, Me- 
he 
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i Merhought inco this'charming, Grove, |, 
Attir'd like the Queen of Love, 7 Bs 
Cynthia approach'd, her Roſie Face |. | 0 
Might to the bluſhing Morn - add grace, IT 
And in her Shape.and Micn was all T 
That Poets Cer could Beauty call; Z 
Her fatal Eyes that us'd to kill, 5 
Two kind repentant drops now fill, 7 
Where Pitty in warm Bubbles ſhone, 4 
To chear the Heart ſhe had undone; F. 
As Venus lookd when firſt ſhe' found :,/; ||. S, 
Her Darling bleeding on the Grovnd ; w 
So Eloquent her::Love appears. oy Iw 
In the ſoft Language of her 'Tears. Is 
Rapt with this viſſionary Blits, IT 
This Scene of Perfe&t Happineſs, a. 
My throbbing Heart, and ſwelling Veins, © 
Scarcely the 'flood of Joy contains 3 + +}: Ar 
Whilſt like D#ana in her Chaſe, Re 
Spreading her Arms with lovely Grace, Re 

"W Lan 


wh. hs 
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[| Language ar laſt a Paſſage broke, _ 
| FAndthus methought the Charmer ſpoke ; 
Oh too much wrongd, for too much Love, 
| Thou Bleſſing ſent me from above; 
Tho 7; reaſure which my Erring Eyes, & 
Had never Light enough to prizes 
Accept theſe Tears that hourly flow, 
T' attone for my curs d breach of Vow, 
And take — Repenting Love as Fee, 
For thy 'admir'd Fidelity, 
Scarce ſhe theſe Words had chroughly ſpoke, 
When ſighing as my Heart” had broke, 
1 With eager Joy my Arms I ſtretch'd, 
But nought, alas, but Air 1 cetch'd ; 
| The God of ſleep, as falſe as ſhe, 
Had with a Dream deluded me, 
And caus'd freſh Pangs of laſting Pain, 
| And new clos'd Wounds-to bleed again, 


Revenge then all ye Powers above, 


Revenge my Wrongs and injur'd Love, 
Let 
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| Ler hated Morphems. Reign no more, 


Nor oe my peacclyl-fleeps hays power, 


My Soul henceforth let knowledg find, 
Without one thought of Womankind; 
Whole Heart's as wavering as the Wind; 
Falſhood may with Succeſs purſue, | 

Bur none &'cr proſper'd that was true, 


, " Aw 
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| Y all the Sacred Powers I love ye fo 
] There's nothing elſe ſo dear to me below; 


And when your Cruel Scorn I would foriake, 


--|Shunning the Rock thar threatens me with wrack,' 


Some Angel ſtops my ſpeed, and brings the Ro- 
* ver back... 

Madam, my Heart no blemiſh yet has ſtain'd, 

And never has deſerv'd to be diſdain'd, 


.... I Nor is it to be fool'd with caſe, 


| But you may break it when you pleaſe, 


Like melting Ore, your kindneſs makes it run.” 


__Þ 


But rigour turns it toa Stone, 

. | And I had rather dye then {c#you frown: 
So may your Influence you prove, 

_—. | 50 much ſo tenderly I love, 

And think nor, deareſt Saint, I can deceive, 
But as you hope to be beliey'd, believe ; 


K : By 


, 
— 
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4 By Heaven and you my Life blooms or decays, 
You point my wane or my encreaſe of days; 


Fain, I confeſs, I would deſpair forget, d 
I would be blefs'd if you thought fir, S 
Yet I too may your {cli-will'd Rigour fear, 1 


For ah, what hopes is there of Love from her, ' T 


Whoſe very Soul is Love, and yet the word dif.\ JA 


dains to hear. y 

——_—_ =_ —— _—— —— —— T] 
A Letter Written hs a LADY m Anſwer Ar 
to a Friend. T 


H Ad you not known your Merit was fo wa ; 
That my Laurinda I could nc'er forget ; , 
Dulneſs,you might have want of Friendſhip thoughtp | 
And my negle& in writing call a Fault : Cor 


Bur though I wart your Genius to expreſs, A 
Believe me, deareſt Friend, my Love's not leſs ; at 


I would accoſt your Muſe with equal Skill, 


cgi 
For though I want the Wit, I have the Will, lik 
Did not my Reaſon whiſper like a friend, Lir 
That I ſhould wrong my ſelf, ſhould I pretend ; 
| By 


MEET arg no gn — 
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Bur for my friendſhip I muſt boldly own 
Tis firm and Conſtant, and ſhall ſtoop ro none z 
Nor is my Heart (which you I thought had known) 


So chang'd or ſrozen ſince I came ro Town ; 
That it by any Obje& Could be mov'd 

To ſlight my dear Laurinda whgmlT lov'd: 

*\ JAlas, ſweet friend, you know not our diſtreſs, 
You never dream upon our Grievances; 
—JThoueh peſtilential Blaſts all ronnd us blow, 
TY And many a beautcous darling face undo : 
Though Bells do toll, and all to fears encline 5 
cars, that would ſpoil a better Muſe than mine; 
X;FYou careleſs in the Silver Grove arc ſeen, 
glitÞ'1 wiſh for your fake I could call ir Green ) 


{Courting the Places Genius to inſpire, 


nd ſirength of Fancy warms inſtead of Fire ; 
fS 3Þur I benumb'd with all this Froſt and Snow, 
coin now to believe my Muſe is ſo. 

like a Linnet, wiſhing for the Spring, 

| Linnet I fay ) becauſe I learn to fing ; 

BY K. 2, 7 Hop 
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: Hop up , and down all day my lonely Cage, 
And find that Cold's as bad as tumbling Ape, 

* Nothing can ſtir up my Poetick Rage ; ( 

* My Verſes dare not yet their worth expoſe, 

For well their Feet may halt when they are froze; 

'But when the Summer cloaths the naked Trees, 

And Balmy Winds refreſh with gentle breeze: 

When Flowers their gay Wedding Robes put on, 

To pleaſe and welcome in the vigorous Sun; 

Then S/va fitting by Laurindd's ſide, 

' Shall prove this Truth, and ſhall not be deny'd, 

That none on Earth can cer more faithful be, 

Or her dear Friend can value more than ſhe. 


Silvia. 


The Farmers Dau ghter, a SO NG, ſet to a 
Pleaſant 'Scotch Tune. 


]. 


H Sn and raw the North did blow, 
| Bleak in the Morning early, 


\ 


I 


For 


All the Trees were hid in Snow, 


Th 


is. 
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/ Dagl'd by Winter yearly ; | 
When come riding over a Knough, 

( I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 

Roſie Checks and bonny Brow, 

'; | Good faith made my Mouth to water. 


IT. 
Down I vail d my Bonner low, 


n, | Meaning to ſhew my breeding, 

She return'd a. graceful bow, 

A Village far excceding: 

], E ask'd her where ſhe. went ſo ſoon, 
And long'd to begin a Parly, 

She told me to the-next Market Town 


A purpoſe to ſell her Barley. 
| ITL. 


, a In this purſe, ſweet Soul, faid I, 
Twenty pounds lie fairly, 

Seck no farther one to buy, 

For I'ſe take all thy Barley ; 

' Twenty more ſhall buy Delight 


| [Thy Perſon I love fo dearly 5 
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If thou wouldſt ſtay with me all Night, s 
And go home in the Morning early. : 


I'V. 
If twenty pound coyld buy the Globe, 


Quoth ſhe, this I'd not do, Sir, 
Or were my Kin as poor as Job, 


I] wo'd not raiſe 'em ſo, Sir, 


For ſhould I be ro Night your friend, 
We'ſt get a young Kid together, | 
And. you'd be gone ere the nine Months cnd, 
And where ſhould. I find a Father ? 


V., 
I rold her I had wedded been 


Fourreen years and longer, + 
Or elſe I chooſe her for my Queen, 


And tie the Knot much ſtronger ; 


She bid me then no farther rome, 


But manage my Wedlock fairly, : *s 

And keep Purſe for poor Spouſe at home, ” 

| For ſome other ſhall have her Barley. pa 
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ACATCH ſet by Dofter Brow. 


|þ a Seller at Sodom at the ſign of the T 


Two buxum young Harlots were drinking 
with L 


Some ſay they. were his Daughters 


o matter for that, 


hey're reſolv'd they would ſouſe their old Dad 
with a Pot; ; 


ll luſter and bouſic 

he doting old Sot, 

$ preat as a Monarch between 'em was got, 
ill the eldeſt and wiſeſt thus open'd the Plot 
ray ſhew us dear Daddy how we were begot. , 


God zoukes, you young Jades, *twas the firſt 
Oach I wor 


The Devil of a Serpent this Humor is = 
No marter, they cry'd, you ſhall pawn for the ſhot, 
Unleſs-you will ſhew us how we were begot, 


K4 4n 
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tm EPITHALAMIUM on the Marriage 
of the Lord Moxes Tu with the Lady 


— NNN Cabrlt, 


[. 

Hen Heaven firſt framed a ſecond Cauſe; 
vw And Nature ſpread her dictatesround, 
All Hearts with Joy obey'd her Laws, 

And nothing ſad but Man was found ; 
Adam in ſhades long penfive fat, 
. And took nq comfort # his Lite, 
Till be that did the Soul-Cteate, 
- Gave him the Soul's beſt Joy, a Wife. 
bo We i 
| Then ov'r the face of Paradiſc 
Was icen a moſt unuſual Joy, 
Flowers were more ſweet, more green the Trees, 
Pleas'd with her Maſter's ſmiling Eye : 


It he' were ſo, how are you bleſt, 


Brave 


L 


Dt 
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Brave Damon, with an Eve to day, 
' Who all her Beauty does poſlels, 


Without her Miſchicf to betray. 


I TI. 
Gold is a pleaſant uſeful Slave, © 


A flattering Dream is looſe deſire, 
Fame is the frenzy of the Brave, 
Love only is the good intire ; 
There's nought worth living for beſide, 
Time's haſty Sands in vain would run 


A noble chaſt, and beauteous Bride, 


Are all Earth's Joys ſum'd up in one. 
I 'V. 
Damon, tho Silvies tender Ears, 


Defer your bleſling for a time ; 

The tra&t of diſtant Joy appears 
More tuil of Rapture, more Sublime: 
| Pluck nov a Bud, bur let it grow 
Till time diſcloſe its ſweets to thee, 

Who from a Plant will tear a Bough, 


Deſtroys his hopes, and ſpoils the Tree. 


* 0 
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5 
Oft have I ſeen two harmleſs Doves, 


*- Venting their Paſſions, Kils and Cooe, 
In imitation of their Loves; 
Imparient Damon ſo muſt you. 

But joy to know her Heart is yours, 
And hopes to meet her in her prime, 


Will poſt away the lazy hours, 


And make more ſwift the wings of Time. 


. -* > 9, Ws 
I. 

Orc'd by a Cruel lawlets Fate, 
FE T lovd a Nymph with Paſſion, 
Bur found alas, I came too late 

To {way her Inclination ; 
Her Heart was given a Coxcomb's Fee, 
Whoſe face had introduc'd him, 
Though not one grain of Senſe had he, 


To know how well ſhe us'd him. 


ILI 
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| Wo 
I try'd if worth could make her kind, 


And hourly made adyances ; 
' But who can cer the Charm unbind, 
L In Womens ſtubborn Fancics : 
I calmly did her foible ſhew, 
Where e'cr he came, abus'd him : 
I call'd him Fool, I prov'd him fo, 


Yet ſhe the better us'd him. 
I IT. 
_ [ hate, ſhe cry'd, your God of Wit, 


| Our Sex ſhould all oppoſe him ; 
| 'Tis he that Charms my Appetite, 
Shall fleep upon my Boſom : 

This ſenſeleſs ſtuff my love withdrew, 
And curd my Mclancholly ; 

I kick'd her brute, then bid adicu 
To every Female tolly. 


— OO 


A SONG {et to a pleaſant Scotch Tune. 
] 


Lad o'th' Town thus made his moan © 
I One Winter Morning carly, Alas, 
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Alas, that I muſt lic alone, 


And Moggeys Bed fo near me: 
All Night I toſs, I turn and ſigh, 
[., Nor ever can I cloſe my Eye, 
| For thinking chat I lig ſo nigh, 


The Laſs I Love ſo dearly. 


II. 
She's all Delight from foot to,crown, 


And juſt Eighteen her Age is, , 
And that ſhe ſtill, muſt lie alone, 
_ My Hearr and Soul gnrages ; 


Fd give the World I might put on 
Each Motn her Stocking or her Shoon, 


It I were but her Serving Loon Th 

I'd never ask for Wages. 
ITE. | 

It Moggey would but be my Bride 
I'd take no Parents warning ; bo 

Nor value all the World beſide, _. 
Nor any Laſles ſcorning-: | Þþn 

My Love is grown to ſuch a height, 
I prize ſo much my own delight, [ 


: 
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Miſcellany POEMS. """k 41 1 | 
I care not, had I her one Night 


{ I were hang'd i' th' Morning. 


> 5 — 


The MoraltsT. A Song. 


vv 


ricf is but a felf-deceiying, , 


[. 
Hat's the worth of Health or Livirlg, 


If we ſtint our ſelves of Bliſs, 


Chufing may be for whar-is ; 

oz'd All Night, and daily weeping, 
Zcalots think to Heaven to climb, 

Thus with Canting and with Sleeping, 
The poor Sots loſe all their Time. 


I I. | 
Give me Love and give me Wine too, 


For Life's Cares to make amends, 
Wit and Poetry Divine too, 
Pod a charming Female Friend, 


In a Moral honeſt Station, 
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142 a Miſcellany - Þ OEMS. 
" To my Grave in Peace I'll go, 
Let the bug Predeſtination, 


Fright the Fools no better know. 


—— 


The Old Fumbler. A SO NG: 
Set by Mr. Hen. Purcell. 


. I. 


Mug, rich and fantaſtick old | Fable was 
known, ”'þ 


That wedded a Juicy brisk GitPof the Town, 
Her Face like an Angel, FafPfamp, and a Maid, 


Her Lute well intune too, cou'd he but have) plaid ; 


Bur loſt was his Skill ler him do what 1e;can, 
She finds him in Bed a weak filly ld” 


He Coughs im her Ear, *tis in vain to come oh, 


Forgive me, my Dcar, I'm a filly old man, 
[1]. 
; She laid his dry hand on her ſnowy ſoft Breaſt, 


And from thoſe white lills gave a glimple of the 
Beſt ; 
But ah! whac is Age hit our Yourh's bur a Span, 


— wy o/tM mw. 


She found him an Infant inſtead ofa Man; 


Ah: 


Vas 


You have let down my Baſe, I'm no longer in tune, 
Lay by the dear Inſtrument, prethee lie ſtill, 
I can play but one Leſſon and thar I play 1Il. 


A Dialogue between PuitlAaNnDER and 
S11v14, ſet to an excellent new Scotch Tune. 


[. 


Ph.YFN a Dcfartin Greenland, where the Sun ne'er 
caſt an Eye, 


In contempr of all the World I cou'd live with thee 
my Joy. 

$;. On the Sands of fcorcht 7rdza, where the Sun- 
burnt Natives fry, 


Bleſt with thee, my dear Philander, I do chooſe'to 
live and dye, | 


Ph, No Nymph with her fly charming art, 
Erc ſhall have pow'r to ſteal my Heart; 


Thou art all and all in every part, 


Fach Vein of me ſhall ever be, 


Panting with Love of thee, . 


Miſcellany POEMS. 143 © 
Ah ! Pardon, he'd cry, that I'm weary ſo ſoon, . 


PE 44 Miſcellany POEMS. 
| Si. No Swain with his Wealth, Wit or Art, 
Fer ſhall have power to ſtorm my Hear”, 
Thou art all and all ia every part, 
Each Vein of me will ever be, 
Panting with Love ot thee. 
IT. 


Ph. Let the Monarch's Ambition ſeck new TROY 
| to obtain, 


Let the Miſer ſell his Soul rocncreaſc his laviſh gain 
$4. Let the politick Gown-man tread the Maze: 

of the State, 
Ler the Reverend Divine teach Mankind decrees 0 


Fate. 
Ph. Give me the dear NymphlI adorc,,.. . In, 
Happy or unlucky, Rich or Poor, A 
Ot bountcous Heaven I'd ask no more, fa 
Nor ever care-who's rich or fair, W 
There's all che World in her. , Pf 
$7. Let no Cloud of IIl Fortune rife, Te 
To ſhade me from Phi/a3der's Eycs, He 
Farewel ye World deluding's Joys, Th 


No Charm would ſeem worth my cſteem h 


I haye all I wiſh in him, 


Seco 
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A Second Burleſque Le xx x written for a 
Friend , ſupposd to be a Cu cxorvs | 
GrosT, coming from Hell, and anſwermg 
a Satyr of STuUM Crake rm his Brother 
Vimntner ; With a Conjugal Reprimand to S as 
LAC1A his late Mournful Wipow. 

Limbo where there loudly howls 

Cuckolds, and Cuckold makers Souls, 

Where Courtiers with their Wealth and Wits 
Is dam'd as well as ſnivelling Cits ; 
And Lady fair, with ſhape Divine, 

-- [Are rank'd with Foan that milk'd the Kine. 

Where Country Knight, and Country Clown, 

Eſquire and Plowmen are all one; 


To ſhew all Fools whom Pride does ſeize; 
Hell and the Grave know no degrees z 


here is a difmal ſmoaky hole,  -7+" 2200 
he Celi of many a wretched Soul, 


L Whoſe 
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' Whoſe fin of Marriage was occaſion 
Of his remedileſs Damnation. 


A Crue of Ghoſts infeſt this place, 


. Pale Monſters of ſo ſtrange a Race, 


That tortur'd Imps this Cavern ſhun, 
As far more dreadful chan their own, 
Round a blew fire compos'd of Souls, 


{ OfRampant Wives inſtead of Coals, 


Poor Cockolds come, and fry by turns, 


| And thump cach other with their Horns, 


Like Rutring Deer, with Antlets large, 


Or Rams they vigorouſly charge, 


Doom'd to this kind of Puniſhmenr, 
For giving an ill Preſident ; 

And changing bleſſed ſingle Life, 
For that perpetuat Plague a Wife, 
From this forlorn Eternal Grave, 
Which Bel/zebub calls Cuckolds Cave, 


This Mclancholly Brimſtone Bed, 


I come to anſwer Tory Ned, 


r= EE RE 


* Thar thou ſhouldſt dare to laſh at me, 


An 


. For every deadly Sin of thine, 


Mifellag POEMS. mo 
And ſchool a Woman that Surprizes, 7 0M 
Nay quite out-does alt Hell with vices: | 
Bur firſt, Dull Ghoſ?, how can it be, 


With thy late ſenceleſs Poetty. 


Thou haſt in Hell, Im fure, thy ſhare, 
If Devils can ſhew Juſtice there, 


Millions againſt thy head Combitie 
Whom thou haſt poyſox'd with dam'd Wine, 
And though I'm with theſe Horns nhos rich, 
For marrying a Salaciows B—— 
Shake thine and mine in Bag together, 
You'll. find there's Chaſtiry in neither ; 
Thine would have fear'd no Tongues reproach, 
For ſetting of her Cask a broachi, | 
Had not Age cool'd her by deprees, 
And ſunk the Liquor to the Lees, 
Then what a Plague make thee a roating, 
And ſcribling on my Fubſes whoting ; 

L 2 


1 or were ſhe in her Fame as Odious, 

'As the lewd Wife of Ceſar. Claudine, 

"Thar twenty fiye one Morning try'd, 

Yer. went away unſatisfi'd ; 

'Or pos'd the World in theſe lewd times 

; With a new Catalogue of Crimes, 

She in the vicious Myſtery 

: Could ne'er out-do thy Wite and thee; 

& The cauſe of all her Crimes have been, 

Becauſe to thee ſhe's near of Kin, 

| She might have prov'd a hopeful picce 

Had ſhe not chanc'd to be thy Neice; 
For as in Cocks of Game there is 

A Metal which can never mils, 

Where if the Breed be true, not one, 

* Shall ever leave the Pit and Run: 

' Bo 'tis in Kindred underſtood, 

Vertue and Vices run i'th Blood, 


Deſcend to th' rwenticth Generation ; 
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And Whores and Rogues from each Relation, 


It 
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Miſcellary POEMS. 1492 
If this be 'true, thou wretched Ghoſt, A 
How didſt thou dare to leave thy Poſt, 
When thou wert borrling Molten Lead, * / 
Which is in Hell thy daily Trade, 
As puniſhment for many 4'Cheat, 
Done in thy Tranſitory State, 
To Dam thy ſelf by Poetry 
Upon Agario and me 2 
Thy haggard Genius ſolely" ſpends 
Her Heat, for know, as Fate intends - © 
Cuckolds are always made by friends, '* 
'Tis your friend {till that tops poli 
For ſtrangers come not to your Houſe, 
Ar leaſt ro have acquaintance there, 
Like friends familiarly” and near, 
And ] with him am fatisfid, 
In all things that concerns'my Bride, 
For whether Husbands-are or no, 
If their Wives itch, it will be ſo; 


L 3 | There- 
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' Therefore leave off; Good Ned, in time, 
| And tempt no more my Rage in Rhime, 
For I A4garip's Mule inherit, 

| And double portion of his Spirit 3 

{ And ſhall ſo thump thy £clodded Brain, Fa 
If thou doſt dare to write again, 

The Devil ſhall think jt an Abuſe, 

To have in+Hell fo dam'd a Muſe, oh. cel] 
| * And ſend thee back to-maxtal Lite, 

4 ; =" 0 toa worſe Blague thy Wile. - 
[- / And now I talk of /\Wiyes, I groan-._ 

| . To chjnk hot I-muſ}omaul my own, 
Though ill, 1 will -get- les ghee uſe as | 
T have a Title to abuſe; her ;. | | 
And muſt long ſmother'd ſilence TIE 
Loſers have always feave;to-ſpeak,! -'; 
And if that cormmon Rule prevail, '- 

Sure Cuckolds may- have leave 46irail. - 
* Oh thou ſworn Foe to-al my Ealgi'7/ 
Thou curſt diſturber of ry Peace, 


Miſcellany POEMS "mY on. 3 
When living I no reſt could have, | 
Nor now can find it in the Grave, 
Thy miſchiefs are ſo manifold, | 
They have pierc'd through the crumbling Mould, ' 
And rais'd me from the ſhades agen 
To be divulger of thy Sin, 
Waſt not enough, oh thou Obſceerf 
Proud, Salt, Laſcivious, Rampant Quean ; 
Thar I've.endur'd the Countries ſcorns, 
And drawn within my Hat my Horns ; 
And when I've broach'd fome Hogſhead new, 
Have ſeen ſome other Tapping you 3 
Yet ſmall account o th' Obje&t made, 
Believing 'twas to force a Trade: 
Have I not hid my Patient Noddle, 


| When Bully Rock has call'd' for Bottle, 


And took you to ſome inner Room, 


| To beat a March upon your Drum 2 


©] Nay, to complete thy nauſeous Crimes, 


ſhe 


When friend Agario came ſometimes; 
L 4 | When 


25>  Miſeclay POEMS 

F When thou with flattering Smiles haft mer him, 
* And thy Mouth water'd to be at him; 

* I like a Man that knew good breeding, 

- Have flipt.away no matters heeding, 


4 
\ 
2 Becaulc a Friend of him we made, 1 
And for cach kiſs hc ſoundly paid, F 
And canſt thou be a baſe DetraCtor, 2 
Of one ſo much thy benefaCtor, T 
And with dam'd Female ſpite decry, N 


One that knew all as oft as I, * T 
That did our Family ſuch good, . A 
And was fo free t amend our Blood; Ot 
Tous and to our Son, Pox Rot him, Sp 
Was full as kind as it he got him, - Þ Ar 
Though a true Rogue as ever twang'd, As 
And will in all due time be hang, No 
F or to what end can he be brought, Arr 
That by thy Morals has been taught; Th 
And canſt chou, worſe than Fiend of Hell, loge 


Thou Jilt incomprehenſible ; Wet 
| | Canſt 


iſt 


Miſcellany POEfMs 
Canſt thou forſwear things plain as light, 


Nay things unqueſtionably right, 


And does not Pillory plague thy Mind 
With loſs of Ears which wretches find, 
That are in ſpite of Conſcience blind ; 
Plain is thy Sexes vice by thee, 

Made obvious to Poſterity : 

That when a Woman once grows Lewd, 
No Art can turn her back to good, 
The ſpreading Sced has taken root, 
And ſpite of Induſtry will ſhoot, 

Our wholſome grain we yainly fow, 
Spite of our Art the Tares will grow, 
And gay and flouriſhing appear, 

As if the Devil had ſow'd 'em there 5 
No Women of the former times 

Arriv'd to know thy heighth of Crimes, 
Thy falſhood, baſcneſs, Perjury, 
Ingratitude and Villany, 

Were never known in this degree ; 


x54  MHifeelay POEMS, 

| : For- had the Seripturc cer expreſt, 

t A Woman with thy Devils poſſeſt, 

Our Saviour would have been in doubt 
_ Whether his Power could caſt 'em our, 
The Herd of Swine had been too ſmall, 
# And never have contain'd 'em all ; 

| ' . How happy then is that. good Man, 
That Cloaks thy Sins now I am gone, 


{ That at the Mark ſtill widely ſhoots, 


| And wears with. pleaſure my old Boots, 
Or if the truth were plainly found, 
The Boots of all the Country round? 
Faith if a Cuckold Cer behav'd 
Himſelf with Merit to. be fav'd;. 
| Thy Caſe, poor Fool, is ſingular, - 
For thou haſt ſo much Hell from her, 
Tis even pity thou ſhouldſt know 
A ſecond Penance here below, 

Couldſt thou- not find, cgregious Sot, 
Why thou wert married, or for what ? 


Could'ſl 


19 


Could'ſt thou be Ignorant of all 
The Vermin in her Trap did fall > - 
And never know *til 'twas too late, 
Thy morſel was but for a Bait ; 

Or that it was: thy noble place 

To Father all her ſpurious Race, _ 
That if ſhe whelp'd a ſquauling Lad, 
The Todpole Imp might call theg Dad ; 
Alchough by Men of all degrees, 
Compounded like a Ghetworth Checke 3 
Oc was it really thy want, 

Brought thee to wed this Widow Saint, 
As no one knows a wretches Caſe, 
Except he feels the ſame diſtreſs, 

If fo, thou'rt fall'n from bad to worſe, 
No Poverty is half the Curſe 


BOt him that has to dam his Life, 


A Rampant Scrumpet for his Wite, 
Thos ſay the Fates, and laſtly tell 


,y pretious Mate, that I from Hell, 
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3 156  Mifecllany POEMS. 
| And Fiends that fill each gloomy Room, 
' | Where ſhe at laſt muſt ſurely come, 
Aſcend to purge cach vile Offence, 


And urge her to repent her Sins, 


With Tears deny what late ſhe ſwore, 

And never henceforth play the Whore; 

Elſe from my melancholly Tomb, 

With Troops of Ghoſts agen Fil come, 

And fiercely drag her hence to ſlaughter, 
Where all her Prieſts and Holy Water, 

With all the Aid and Fopperies they can make, 


Shall never have the power to bring her back. 
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The Law of Nature ; 
SONG ſet toan Excellent new Tune. 


I. 
Hilſt their Flocks were feeding, 


Near the foot of a flowry Hill, 
eJadon complaining of his Fate, 
Thus to 4ſtrea Cry'd : 
car my gentle pleading, - 
Ah cruel Nymph forbear to kill 
Shepherd with diſdain and hate, 


Whom you have once enjoy'd : 


cre is a ſacred pow'r in Loye, 
beyond all Moral Rs, 
" Flow the Laws of Nature, 
r the Divine Creator 
Did produce, 
$1 for Humane Uſe 


Did Beauty chooſe, | 
Who 


Who deny themſelves are Fools. 
Every Heart is pair'd aboye, 
And Inpratitude's 2 Sin F 


T& all the Saints-ſo hateful, 
She that is found ingrateful, 7 
May too late, FA 
In a wretched State, F. LN 
Knock at Heavens Gate, | 
Bur ſhall never enter in. Bu 
TIL V\ 
Had our firſt made Father, . « 
Lord of the whole Creation, < 
Done ſuch a Crime as could have dam'd us all, 
In treſpaſſing on his Wite, Wk 
Heaven, no doubr, had rather, | og 
VVhen it the ill Deſign had known, 
Have plac'd his Angel ere the Fall, EE 


Guarding the Tree of Life ; 


i4 


Bur he that well knew Adam's: Breaſt, ' 


VVhom Nature learnt to wooe, 
Nev 
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 Miſcelmy POEMS. 
Never intended Damming, 
Nor did the Serpents ſhamming 
__Edifie: 
For the Bone of his Side, 
That was made his Bride, 
Taught him what he was to do: 
Nor was the Maker cer poſleſs'd 
VVith Rage that he did enjoy 5 
But the :Refleftion hated 
VVhar he with Pains Created, 
Should be thought, 


Such a cowardly Sot 
To be poorly caught 


- 


5 


Þn ſuch a ſneaking Lye. 


———_—_—_ 
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ſo a young LADY Aﬀronted by an Envious old 
Woman. 


[. 
WN vain, in vain, tantaſtick Ape, 
Thou ſeek'ſt ſuch Virtue to abuſe, 
Nev , Ophe- 


FF  Miſeellmy POEMS © 
: Ophelia does Mankind engage ; 
Each valiant Sword, cach noble Muſe, | | 


I Frantick with Spite, let crazy Time 


Take pleaſure to ingender ſtrife, 
Whiiſt blooming 'Beauty in her Prime, 


Takes with a Guſt he Joys of Life. Y 
Each ſhameful word _ Malice ſpeaks, : 
Adds, deareſt Charmer, to your Fame 3 F 
| Each hallow'd Grove loud Echo makes, u 
|Refounding fair Ophelia's Name, w 
Old age does Beauty ſtill prophane, 
| Age ever did good -Nature want ; 
By Scandal you more Glory gain, Th 
'Tis Perſecution makes theSainr. Fre 
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From the Greck of ANACKRE © N. [Thi 


I. 
T Gold could lengrhen Life, I ſwear, Tha 


It then ſhould be my chiefeſt Care, | 
Ti 


To get a heap, that I may fay, 


When Death came to-demand his pay, 


Thou Slave, rake this and go thy way. 


IT, 
But Grine Life is not to be bought, . 


Why ſhould I plague my ſelf for nought, 
Or fooliſhly diſturb the Skies, 
With vain Complaints, or fruitleſs Cries, 
For if the fatal Deſtinies 
Have all decreed it ſhall be fo, : 
What good will Gold or Crying do 2 
III. 

Giye me to caſe my thirſty Soul, 
The Joys and Comforts of the Bowl; 
Freedom and Health, and whilſt I live 
Let me not want what Love can give : 
[Then ſhall I die in peace, and have 
N. | This Conſolation in the Grave, 
Thar once I had the Worid my ſlave. 
200; 
Ti 
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| To Chlons: A SONG. 


WF my Addrefles are-grateful, 
I Shew it in granting my Suit, 
" Orif my Paſſion be hateful, 
© Leave me and end the diſpute: 
” 1 hate your doubling and turning, 
Like a cours'd Hare-in a Morning, 


Eicher comply as you ſhould, 
Or leave me to others that would. 


I en GO —— 


Pr EET _——_— 


7, o pretty Mrs. He. D. upon the ſight of her Pifure 
Standing amongſt other at Mr. Knellers. 


I. 


: ROrrinna when yon left the Town, 
My Heart ſecure I thought ro find, 


Bur found alas-new Chains put on, 


By your. bright Image left bchind. 


Your 


ur 
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IT. 
Your Picture now the Conqueſt has, 


To my tond Soul new flame returns, 
Like Rays contrafted-in a Glaſs, 
Though diſtant your Refle&ion burns. 


I TI. ; 
Had Paradiſe for you been loſt, 


Like Adam I had ſuffer'd coo, 1 
What muſt that Fruit be to the Taſte, - Fx. 
That is ſo tempting to the view ? ? 


I V. 
Your Graces ſhining art full length, 


Subdue cach Souls devoureſt skill, : 
When Beauty Charms beyond our ſtrength, | 
Where is the uſe of our free Will 2 | 


V. 
Like that Aſtronomer I gaze, 


That his propitious Star had found, 


Fixing my Eyes upon your Face, 


I flight the glictering Planets round. 


M 2 YL And. 
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3 V [ 
* And as to Sheines when Pilgrims go, 


Such awful Reverence I fecl, : 
That though I'm ſure 'tis only ſhow, - 
I ſcarcely can forbear to kneel. 


 ToCroxis: MODE ſet to the New 
RIGGADON. 


IF Love thee well, 

T But not ſo well to wed thee, 

Leſt blood rebel, 

And Appetite ſhould doy ; ; 
Whilſt free and Kind, 

Each hour J long to bed thee: 
Bur if contlin'd, 

Should ſcarce beliey't a Joy. 

- 1:1 Second Movement. 

In Earth and: Air 

All Creatures elſe poſlcſs 
Their pleaſing Liberty ; 


Then 


Ar 
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Then why ſhould Man, - "4 
The Lord of all the cc 


Leſs happy be. 


Third Movement. 
Bring Muſick then and Wine till, 


And every one his Dear, 
That friendſhip moſt Divine till, 
That treats with Cher entier. 


Fourth Movement. 
The wiſe think all thoſe very dull, 


To marriage yoaks incline ; 
Bur if cer I do play the Fool, 


Dear Clory 1 am thine. 


i  —— 


An ELEGY on the Death of the Great | 
Duke of Oxmonv. 
Ate in a lonely Melancholly Shade, 
Whilſt all my Cares victorious Sleep obey'd; 
A Viſion ſuddenly poſſeſs'd my Brain, 
And tortur'd Nature labor'd with the pain. | 
M 3 | My 


 —— 


166 Miſcellany POEMS. 
My trembling Soul forgot her wonted trade, 
© Nor could ſhe call the Senſes to her aid, 


ee, 
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| ' Oppreſs'd with wonder and uncommon awe, 
| Ar the Celeſtial Miracles ſhe ſaw. 


Methought upon a Lucid Cloud in State, 


As on a Throne an awful Monarch fate, 
{ Myſterious Glories ſhone around his face, 
| And ſoon I knew by cach Angellick Grace, 


And the Indulgence of a pitying Smile, - 


| 'Twas that loy'd Prince * that lately rul'd this Iſle, 
Attending Cherubs fawn'd him with their wings ; 
\. Whilſt on cach ſide a row of Britiſh Kings 


All mer in Council for fome grand Intent, * 


Made up in pomp the Glorious Parliament. 
Great Edward, Henry, deathleſs in their Fames, 


Two Henrys more, and Learned Pjous James, 

With that bleſt Martyr by his own betraid, 

Sate mute to hear what their great Off-ſpring faid, 
* K. Charles IL | 


Who 


I 


10 
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Who with a folemn Voice ani awhil brow, __ [ 
And the ſame Grace with which he charm'd below; | 
Whilſt crowding Angels their Attentions lent, : 


Thus made Oration to th' Omnipotent. 


Great Sire of Angels as of Humane Race, 
All copied from thy own Celeſtial face, 
Who with a Breath cagſt Life and Death controul 
This hour Create, the next recal the Soul ; 
Inſpire a Clod, and from Earths common duſt 
Winnow the Brave and Good from the unjuſt; 
Receive another Hero to thy ſtore, 

And to thy Heaven add one Glory more, 
Ormond, the beſt of all Earths noble brood, 
Ormond, the Wile the Virtuous and the Good ; 
The nobleſt Theme of each fam'd Poets. Song,. 
fr Tir'd with frail Nature he has worri fo long, 
Implores to crown his Souls triumphant Fame 
In that Eternal Peace from whence'it came, 


M 4 Through 
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Through all the Mazes of ambiguous Life, 


* * Through foreign Battels and domeſtick Strife, 7 
> Through Traitors Swords & Plots contriv'd in'Hell, 


Through inmate Fiends that-pray and yer Rebel ; 
Ormond, undaunted has like Gideon pals'd, 
' Preſerving Faith and Honor to the laſt, 


| ' Loyal as Brave, and Braye as Mortals were, - 


Ere the firſt damning Sin begot baſe Fear, 
Nay, what's a Rarity we find in few, 


He was a Saint and yet a Soldier too. 


To what a pitch muſt Fame his Glory raiſe, 
Thar all degrees of Heaven and Earth do praiſe, 
For his Youths Judgment by the wiſe admir'd, 
As much for Beauty by the Fair deſir'd ; 

For as each word would move a ſtander by, 
So every look could Charm a Ladies Eye ; 
Cherubs and Seraphins his value know, 


And chant aboye what we repeat below, 


Tyran- 


_ 
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Tyrannick Time, that even does tavenous'ſeem, / I 
To prey on others, did 'no hurt'to him; © + 
, | Bur ſcem'd afraid a Fabrick to deſtroy, 


So long propp'd up by Sacred Geoinetry, 


In which all People took ſuch general Joy ; 
And that true Juſtice on my part appear, 
For where ſhould it inhabir it not here. 

I when lIateſtine Foes my Crown beſicg'd, 
Stood to his Virtue and his Faith oblig'd ; 
He trac'd my Exile with unwearicd Love, | 
And to aſſwage my boundleſs Sorrows ſtrove; | 
Brave man that never fail'd my Cauſe to fight, 
[Nor valued his when I had loſt my right, + 
Oppreſſed with pinching Grict yet lill lo good, 


Hee'd murmur not, though almoſt wanting food ; 


ut when his Coffers were exhauſted dry, 
ed on the Manna of his Loyalty : 
wy laſt when by thy bleſt decree I came, 


To be reſtor'd, his duty was the ſame 


EE My POBNs 
His- Soul ſtill wore the ſame unalter'd dreſs, þ+r 
Not ſwell'd with- Power, nor leſFned by diſtreſs He 
h 


But modell'd by thy own Divinity, - 
Ic ſtill retains ſome perteCt Seeds of thee, 


Which now extra&t him to ſo pure a ſtate, 


"Twill coſt bur lictle trouble to tranſlate : lis 
Admit then oh Eternal All in All, - 
And to our ſtate of Bliſs, lov'd Ormexd call, |þ 
"Reward his Zeal and Piety below 
. With bleſſings here roo good for Earth to know : ” 
No Star can better grace the Court Divine, "Y 
Nor of his Magnitude can brighter ſhine. he 
| Thus ſpoke the Godlike Monarch, and a grant 
| From Heaven's dread Sovereign publiſh'd a conſen 
| | The Saints in waiting hum'd aloud for Joy, 7 
And Halclujahs filfd the echoing Sky ; c 
| When ſtrait a glorious Light, methought was ſee hy 
| Juſt as another Sun had rifing been, he 


The dazling Splendor made Eternal day, 


And Ormond's Name Rung o'er the milky way, 
Straig] 


—_< 
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| ecaight the Majeſtich Foul. was ſeared high, 


eſs 


ant 


fen 


cc 
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deck'd in the Robes of new Divinity ; 
hrough all the Sacred Hoſt was Joy expreſs'd, 
t the Inſtalmenr of this Glorious Gueſt, 


Pa the left hand of Gracious Charles he fate, 


lis mortal Cares crown'd with immortal State, | 


This joyfal Scene ſcarce'did my Viſion ſhow, 


i I was waken'd with their Crys below ; 


nd to my grief as well as theirs I knew 
heir mournful ſounds had prov'd this wonder true, 


lis Friends in Tears all made a loud Complaint, 


ſhe World had loſt, rhough Heafen had gain'd 2 


a Saint, 
nd amongſt all che numerous ſelfiſh Train, 


y ſelf had nor leaſt Reaſon to complain h 
ut wiſhed with thema worthy held fo dear, 
ad been leſs happy, and ſtay'd longer here, 
nd here my Muſe make thy peculiar moan, 
he beſt inſpirer of thy Art is gone, 


Fhy 


Thy dot Patron'that firſtsptum'd thy wing. 
Inform'd and dipt thee in ApeÞo's Spring, 
" And in Poctick iitnbers made thee ſing, 

By Angels courted to his ſacred home, 


| re 
Leaves thee to figh thy Sorrows 'on his Tomb. 


In wiſeſt Rules of mbra! Learning bred, 


He never thought ita diſgrace to read, ' 


Nor truce Applauſe toa juſt Meric grudge, \ 


Though not a Poet 'yer a Pocts Judge, * 
Could well inſfrut a Pegaſus to fly, 


Shew where he flagg'd or where he ſoar'd too hip 


da T1 


w 
Mourn, motftn, ye' Sons of Pheus, burn you . 
Books, 


And let your hearts be ſad as are your Looks art 
 Forſake your Lyrick ſtrains and let each Eye th 
Drown in ſalt Floods your Patrons Elegy ; Ai 
Who? now the Muſes luſtre ſhall advance = 
dd | 


Above the ſcorn of ſordid Tenorance, 


Who 2 ſhall their want of generous Friends ſuppſap; 


Or raiſe the drooping head of Poctry: Pit \ 
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's. gone, e's gong, his Aid you. ask in vain). | 
w..and the Graye never nefong AgaIn. ./; 
þo late the mighty. Loſs..is underſioody;;., 1/:1//, 
y know the, value till they; loſe the; Gogd 3-7 : 
c eighty rowling) Years-he fill was. known-! - : 
bb}. brighteſt Jewel-in the! Britiſh. Grownwa, »+ 
d with unblemillfd. luſtre grac'd! our We,!.._. 


e value true, nor. needed any- foil 3 


ON" Is | 


s Virtue, made 'his Dignity;more great, 
s Mein was graceful and: his Language ſweet, | 
d none his noble Ations liy'd to ſec, gi 
big wiſh'd him greater than he wiſh'd to be. 
YSÞ early Cares to ſerve his Prince did tend, 
zichful Subject, Counſellor and Friend, 
th” Royal Line, when FaCtion high did riſe, 
Arm gave ſuccour and his Heart advile ; 
once to Saul did the great Prophet do, 


* 


xd Counſel gave, and fought his Battels too. 


fuppf=PPY thoſe Heroes were thar underſtood, 


it Virtucs made *em nobler than their Blood, 7 
That 
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Thar *twas the chick Value 6 the Ore, © | 
And not the ſtamp that made the Merit more ; 
Wigh vain” Ambition fome thetiſelves deccive, 
Bur to be- brave and honeſt is to live ; 

To be 'an' Ornnend' is the Life ſublime, 

The nobleſt Partern'of precedent Time, 
WhoſeSaint-tike Pity, God-like Gentlencſs 

 T incourape Merit, and relieve Diſtreſs, 

No Wit can praiſe enough, nor Tongue expreſs. *' 
Henceforth, vile Age, thy ill ſpent time redeem, 
Grow good, and let Great Ormond be thy Theme 
Let cach vain Courtier break his flattering Glaſs, 
And in his Pious Mirror learn to dreſs ; 

Whilſt all the Muſes with dejected Eyes, 

Offer whole Volumes of fad Elegies ; 

A mournful Train with Cypreſs Garlands on, 
Methinks I ſee forſake rheir Helicon, 


For 


To fing the ſolemn Dirges of this day; 
Bur ah, bright Soul; what Tribute ſhall I pay 


My Heart no refpite to her Wots' ſhall have, Y 


For when remembring thee, Fidly rave, 


To think'no Worth can charm, no Virtue ſeape 
the Grave. . , > 


EPIGRAN 


YOrn the Sacred Memory of that oborig 


K 


þ 
ly 


| 


JAnd all Applauſe is vain of things Divine, 


Patron of Pot rs, greateſt and. 
beſt of Monarchs, I N 
CHARLES the Second. 7 


Written 1686. 


þ Sacred Worth, which high as Heaven does raiſe 


His Fame,. were low enough for mortal Praiſe, 


The mighty Theme would crack cath ſtudious 
Brain, | 
No Tongue be ſtill, nor uaimploy'd no Pen ; 


Bur ſince no Planet can for Phels ſhine, 


To 


3 To Court a Tomb, let every Muſe be iighe, 
And periſh wich he ſad extremes of Thought; 
The impoveriſh' d Land. is by his loſs undone,, _ 
As — Muſe dull'd now its TY gone? 


— 


— 


"1 "US ; Wildon of his! Booked ; 
tc as 4 Gta | when hea a Story cold, 
Pagland yas then'as Athens was: of old, 


Or Rome; 'where Arms with SeIIgce flouriſh'd 
long, | 


Auguſtus ſmil'd at ha Virgil's Song, 
But now our Harps are on the Willows hung : 


For ſince the Sovereign of all Arts:could die, 
There is no farther uſe of Poetry 3 

Hot Pegaſus no middle Tract will go, 

Charles, is a Theme too high,and all beſides too low, 


An 


II 
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| On the late Holy Father Pope I mn o C's nx 
the Eleventh. 


Trange power of Piery when Virtue. is 
og So ſtrong it can diſarm-our ptejudice : 
When Luther's Sons Romes prizeleſs loſs bemoati, : 
Leſs than a Miracle can there be ſhown;  ' . 
Yer ſee they mourn, and thoſe our Dodtrine bred, 
Hating the Body, yet adore the Head. no, 
This Truth; tho Ages paſt ſcarce underſtood, | 
Ours boldly may affirm, one Pope was good; * 
Not partial, nor to private Intereſt fold, - 
Nay, what's more ſtrange than all,nor fond of Gold; 
But durſt againſt the ſtream of Avarice ſwim, 
St. Peter's Keys were never pilt by him, 
Nor did the Churches Biggotrs, rill his ſway 


Ever, ſo little for Salvation pay. | : 
N His 
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* His mellow'd Wiſdom prop'd Romes tottering State, 
His moderate Judgment ſtemm'd cheClergies hate, 
Willing the Churches variance to attone, 

Rail'd not at ours, nor leſ#\ned not his own. 
When Heathens did in {warming Numbers liſt, 
And War began 'twixt Mahomet and Chriſt ; 

The impriſon'd Treaſure which he then ſer free, 
Shew'd him refin'd from former Papacy. 

The Gold which to that Holy War he threw, 
Declar'd him more than Pope, a Chriſtian too, 
When France obſery'd ſhim ſcourge the Infidels, 
Quite different from his Pagan Principles ; 

His Mother Chucch th' Apoſtate durſt condemn, 
And ſlight. her power to make his own Supreme, 
Nor longer own'd Romes DoCtrine his Soul's guide, 
When its Ambition was unſatisfied ; 

This faultleſs Prelate, if cer Pope ws ſo, 

| Sounded his Wiles, and Plots did oyerthrow, 


Lent 


| 


lf 


"Lent th' golden Mattock to this pious work, 
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And balk'd both Pagan, and the' Chriſtian Tutk, &f - 


Who ſlily did like ſnarling Blood-hound lurk, 
To ſnap the Prey, and gorge himſelf alone, © 


When th' reſt were tir'd with fighting for the bone. | 
Mourn all ye neighb'ring Princes, ſigh and mourn, 
Old Rome will now to her old Sins return; | 
Her Scarlet Robe has for atime beef clean, 

Burt with new Errors, will new Spots be ſeen : 

Now each ambitious Cardidial bribes High, 

To fill rhe Contlave forthe Prelacy, © 

Which gain'd, the inchanted. Purfe {trait ſhuts 'as 


cloſe, 
As if the ſtrings were never to Ie, 
The Fiſh is caught, farewel Hipocriſie, 
The Vizor baniſh'd, and the Net laid by. 
Religion late was beyond Gold preferr'd, 
Burt profit now's the only ſound is heard. 
Vile Sores o'er Romes corrupted Body grow, - 
Her Trunk is filthy, now her Head lies low : 

N 2 | For 
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þ For when as ſome rich honeſt Farmer dies, - 

z Leaving behind him Lands, and Legacies, 

His brainleſs Off Spring by their Vice allur'd, | 
Deſtroy x the Crop, which he with care manur'd 3 
His Garden's fruitleſs, and his Vincyard bleeds, 
: Th' one yields no Grapes, the other only weeds : 
So Rome, her pious Farmer being gone, 


Is left to he er Ic led Race £0 be undone. 


——  ————_——— I — 


To the... KAI.N-G:. 


| 41 0 D. E'o'his Birth: Day. 
|  Ippovermpamy her Stecds apace, 


Heaven- born Aurora preſſes to her place ; 


And all the new dreſs'd Planets of the Night, : 


Dance theitf gay "Meafures with unuſual grace, 


To uſher in the happy Morning $ Light, 
To uſher in, e&*c. oF 


Now blcſt,” Britannia, ket thy Head be crown td. 


; Now ler thy joyful Trumpets ſound, 


Into the late enſflav'd * Auzi//a's Ears, 
* London. The 


"19: NORT 


Miſcellany POEMS. 
The Triumphs of a Day renown'd, 


Beyond the Glories of all former years, 


A Day when eaſtern Kings to kneel forbore, 


And end. the Worſhip they. begun, 


0, = CRIT WTR 
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Dazled with riſing Glories from the Briri/h Gra 


No longer they ador'd the Sun,; 
Chorxs. A Day when, Ss, . 
Second Movement. 
The Belgick Sages ſaw-trom far, 
The glittering Regal Star, 
Thar bleſt the happy Morn, 
When Great Naſſau was born ; 
They heard beſides a Cherub ſing, 
Haſte, Haſte, without delay, 
To 41bion haſte away, 
Revenge their Wrongs, and be a King, 
Before thy Sword, and awtul frown 
Rome Pagan Gods ſhall rumble down : 
Haſtc to oppoſe, Britanuias Foes, 
And then to wear her. Crown. 
N 3 


And 
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And now the day is come, 
So dreadful to. Proud Rome, 


The day when Gaia ſhakes, | Re 
| And Fnglands Genius wakes, 
{ To call ber Sons to fight, 


And guard * Fuſebia's Right : 
Hark, hark, I hear their loud Alarms, | Al 
And what was fold, for tempting Gold, | A 
Retriev'd again by Arms. h - 


Chorus. Guard, Guard" Euſebia's Right, 


Call, call, her Sons to fight. Hark, hark, &c. i 
Third Movement. 
Go on, admir'd Naſſau, go on, 


To Fame and Victory po on, A 
| Recover Britains long loft Glory, 

| Refle& on former Bartels won, 

And what by Evgl:iſþ Monarchs done, 
| In Edward's, and Great Fenry's Story ; | 


| Whilſt we in lofey Song, and tuneful Mirth, L 
| Each year fing loud. to celebrate his Birth, s 
F Whom bounteous Heaven, with Paternal hand, Bi 
| Sent as a ſecond Saviour to this groaning Land. A 
| 4. \*. The Church. f Chorus 


I 
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Chorus of al. 

Glad A1lbon, let thy Joy appear, 
Reſtor'd is now thy happy State, 

The greateſt bleſſings are moſt dear, 
When we atchieve 'em late. 
And whilſt in a Jubile Triumph we ſing, 
All Hail, Great Naſſau, all Joy to the King, 
Leta Chorus of Thunder in the loud Conſort play, 
To inform the vaſt Globe this is Ceſar's Birth day. 


The Scotch VIRAG O. 
A SONG Sung to the Queen at Kenſington. 


The W, Gard made to a pretty ) New wo Scotch Tux” 


Alliant Jockey's Sr away, 
| V To fight the Foc with brave Mackay, 
Leaving me, poor Soul, forlorn, 
To Curſe the hour when was born; 


But, I've ſworn Ifſe follow roo, 


And deareſt Fockey's Fate purſue, . 


PLLEREu_—ECEPCUNERY 
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Near him be to guard his pretious Life, 
Never Scot had ſuch a Loyal Wite; 
Sword Ie wear, 
Ite cut my Hair, 
Tan my Cheeks, that once were thought o fair, 
In Souldiers Weed, 
© To him [I'll ſpeed, 


Never ſike a Trooper croſs'd the 7weed. 


IT. 
Trumpet ſound to Victory, 


Iſe kill (my ſelf ) the next Dundee ; 

Love, and Fate, and Rage, do all agree, 

To do fome glorious Deed by me. 

Great Bellona, take my part, 

Fame and Glory, charm my Heart, 
That for Love, and bonny Scotlands good, 
Some braye Adtion may deſerve my Blood ; 


Nought ſhall appcar, 
Of Female fear, 


| Fighting by his Sigg, I love ſo dear; 


All 
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All the North ſhall own, 
There ne'er was known 


Such a ſpritely Laſs this thouſand years, 


To Cn LORIS: &A SONT. 


. 


Hlorjs, for fear you ſhould think to deceive 
me, 


Know all my Life I have ſtudied your kind, 
Learn'd in your Grammar,I'd have youbelieve me, 
And all your Tricks in my Practice you'll find 
Ogling and Glances, 
Sighs and Advances, 
Poor Country Cully no more ſhall enſnare: 
Pantings and Tremblings, 
Fics and Diſſemblings, 


Now you muſt kave, and [ntrigue on the Square, 
I 


Give me the Girl that's oood natur'd and Witty, 


Whoſe plcafant Talk can her Friend entertain, 


One who's not Proud, if you tell her ſhe's Pretty; 
And 
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And yet enough to be Honeſt and Clean. 
Pox on. Town Chearings, _ 
Jilts - and Cognettings 3 

I my Dear Chloris, will bring up by hand: 
Tears and Complainings, 
Breed but Diſdainings, 

Thoſe {till Love beſt that are under Command. 


—————— 


A Catch in Three Parts, ſet by Mr. Hen. Purcel, 
and taken from the Latinof BUCHANAN, 


| R I. 
"di Collin cleaving of a Beam, 
| Art every thumping Blow, cry'd Zem; 
| Andtold his Wife, who the Cauſe would know, 


'Twas'4Zew, made th' Wedge much farther go. 
IT. 
Plump Jean, at Night when tr Bed ſhe came, . 


-} And both were playing at that ſame; 

_ Cry'd, Hem, Hem, Hem, prithee Co//zn. do, 
' If ever thou lov'dſt me Hem, Hem now, 
ITI. 


No, no, no, no, ſweer Wife, no no, 
Some Wood will ſplit with half a blow ; 
* Beſides I Bore, now, now, I Bore, _ 
| T Hem when I Cleaye, but now I Bore. A 
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Panegyrical 
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D.of ALBEMARLE; : 


| Vit Remarks on Hu Vi ovage for 
Jamaica, and the late Treaſure 
brought Home in the James aud 


Mary. 


Written Anno Dom. 1686, © 
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Ei Dedicatory to Her Grace the 


DUCHESS. 


VvW 


Hen Brutus with the reſt did Celar doom, 
And by his Death gave liberty to Rome: 
D 


Great Cato's Daughter * his dear faithful Wife, | 


That knew the Secret of that fatal Strife, 
 Fromher lowd Husband's fide would never part, 
Both had one WW. il, one Courage, and one Heart, 
Her generows Virtue thought it £:ſe to ſhare 
Part of his Foy, and notl ing of his Care ; 

And therefore all his Harms with Patience bore, 
And when he dy'd ſhe likewiſe was no more : 

Fer Virtues, Madam, flouriſh now in you, 

A ſecond Porcia, Faithful, Chaſt and True, 
With Feavens divineft Gift s your Heart is ftor'd, 
And Wove into the Merits of your Lord; 

So faſt, and with Afﬀetion fo ſublime, 


Ton can look down with Scorn en De:ath and Time: 


Sznce then Great Albemarle inſpires my Muſe, 
QOpor a Theme 'tis fit the World peruſe ; 


* Porcis. 


Who 
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Wha ſhould 1 beg, ta Conſecrate my Lines, 

But you, who know how bright his Virtue ſhines, 
Tou, who have made the buſineſs of your Life, 

To ſhew the World, a Pattern of a Wife, 

Toy'd at your Lord's good Chance, griev'd at his Il, 
Kind, Wiſe,and what's moſt Rare Obedient, to his Wills 
More I could ſay, nay fo much might be ſaid, 

Thefe ſwelling Lines would tire ye to Read. 

If I could boaſt. of a Poztick Art, 

To ſpeak your Praiſe, laviſh as your Deſert, 

No Flight could be too high, no T hought toe ſtrong, 
Nor could the Poem ever be too long. 

But modeſt Pens, that dare not be too bold, 

Know Truth, rhe ſborteſt way is wiſeſt told. 
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APPY thoſe Iſlands where no ſullen Sky- 
Debars with Clouds the Proſpe&t of the 


Eye, Where 


— 
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Where the glad Sun with Joy performs his Race; 
And ſullies with no Fogs his glorious Face, 
Where change of Weather makes no Native mourn, 
No Agues freeze, ye, nor no Feyers burn ; 
Bur genuine Hear, Nature for Health deſigns, 
And through reſpiring Pores your Blood refines, 
| [I. 

But above all moſt happy is that Land, 
Which you, my Lord, are going ro Command, 
Their darling Genius Claps her joyful Wings, 
And your Approach in lofty numbers ſings 3 
The Sun's atraCtive force they knew before, 
Exhaling Dews from every Plant and Flow'r. 
But this new Influence they learn from you, 
That to a point he can draw Virtue too. 

ET. [TI. | 

'Tis faid indeed this generative Hear, 


In parching Climes moft Worthies does beget 3 a 


* And that no Northern Nation can inſpire 


Her ſickly Sons, with ſuch Heroick fire ; 
But 
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But I could never credit this till now, | 
The Sympathy is verifi'd in you : 
Thar ſtill your liking for thoſe parts have ſhown, 
Where the hot glictering God attracts his own. 


I V. 
As ſome fond Mother, that with tender Care 


Sces her young Darling poſting to the War, 
Opprelſs'd with Sorrow, does the Parting view; 
Hatcs he ſhould go, yet loves his Glory too : 


Such Grief (my Lord) Your mourning Friends 
all ſhare, 


When of your Voyage the ſad News they EY 
And jointly wiſh America could know, 
Fhe Jem ſhe gains without their loſs in you, 


V. 
Bur ſtill to have you, were too great a Grace, 


Perfc&ion ne'er continues in one place ; 

So Angels did in former time appear, 

Gave us true Joy, bur ſtaid but little here. 

Tochcer the World, your Virtues Heaven deſign'd, 

And could not in one Iſland be confind ; | 
Worth 
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Worth like the Sun, ſo univerſal known, 


Tis fit ſhould bleſs more-Countries than your own. 


VI. T 

Well may thoſe: happy Ifles ſerene appear, In 
But we, I ſcar, ſhall find it Clowdy here, Bu 
If Comets are oblig'd r infeſt the Skies, Ci 
At a States Change, or when a Monarch dies; Bu 
Methinks they ſhould thcir fatal Fears infuſe, W 
Into our Hearts, when we a Worthy loſe; wW 


Did not wiſe Hcaven think it vain to ſhow 
A Prodigy, for Plagues too well we know, 
V1I. is 


In taking you, Fare leaves us poor and bare, | x, 


The mighty Sum is more than we can ſpare ; Nt 
For common Loſſes common Tears we ſhower, W 
Bur, Sir, your Merit will command much more : | T7; 
The aking Hearts of all your Countrymen, Fac 
When Woes are deepeſt, feweſt Tears are ſeen; ' © | D; 
- And when Gricf burns within, where none can ſpy, 


The bubbling Fountains -of the Head are dry. 
| VIII. 


2 . | 
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To thy own fafery Eng/and have regard, 
The Loyal and the Brave are rarely ſpar'd; 
In props of Virtue we are not ſo rich, 
But ſuch a Pillas gone will will make a Breach, 
Crowds may drop off like Hair of no Eſteem, - - 
But when one Hero goes we loſe a Limb; 36 
Well Britain may thy Arms the World o'er-come; .' 
When thou canſt ſpare an A/bemarle from Home. 

1X. | 

He, that when late Rebellious Seeds grew high, 
And proud Sedition trod on Loyalty, 
Encompaſs'd round with Dangers, and- with Foes, 
Numerous as Duſt,when the wild Tempeſt blows, 
Witch Fortitude undaunrted durſt defy 
The Force and Favors of the Enemy, 
From his lov'd Country ſhould AﬀeCtion claim, 


Dcar as his own, and laſting as his'Fame, 


Oo X, All - 
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All good Men know that then he nobly ſerv'd, 
And to his titmoſt power the Throne preſery'd, 
James found his Vigilance and Conduct right, 
Fho upſtart Dawes ſnarPd and durft- nor bite ; 
Nor can a Royal Heart unmindful be 
Of ſtanch Hereditary Loyalty ; 

+ For flone ſhould Monarchs of Remiſsneſs charge, 
Their Memories are like their Glories large. 
X1.* 
A ſtedfaſt Duty, and a Faith entire, 
We know the Jem is right that paſt the fire, 
So good, our Nations Genius was atraid 
To loſe a Prize ſo- proper for her Aid, 
And leſt light Coffers by true Bounty drein'd; 
' A Mighty Prince ſhould: Merchandiſing ſend ; 

Neptune, * as if he brib'd him not to go, 

| Sent him a Preſent from his hoar'd below. 


* A Spaniſh Wreck found, and a vaſt Treaſure taken up from 
the bottom of the Sea; and lately brought home. 
| XII. 


| 


{ 
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Xtt.- | 

Seven Wotiders Ancient Clironicles telats, 
Now chariyethe Secre, and thake the tidtnbet Eight, 
Tis well Renowned Britats, that with thee © 
No Land cari vie for Wit or Induftry ; 
If Honor could the Argurenr maintain, 
As well as politick Deſigns for Gain, | 
The World would then thy wondrous Metit know, 
And Heaven above, as the Saf Deeps below. 

XIII. 

Gigantick Rocks raviſh'd the wealthy Ore, 
A Peoples Rhin the Rich Veſſel bore " 
And Providence for Ends, now known confin'd 
In Coral Groves the Miſtreſs of Mankind, 
Full forty Years the penſive Beaury lay, | 
Low in - Sea-Gods Cell, ro which-none found the 
Till Phip's nf pir'd arriv'd, and Heaven thought well 
To bleſs our Hcro by a Miracle. 


O 2 XIV- 


- | TY: 


'T were wondrous well if Fate would order fo, 


That Monarchs every Subjetts Heart could know, 


They then the difference of Men might ſee, 
That ſerve for Incereſt or for Loyalty ; 
To build their Fortunes many .plow the Main, 
© . Their Duty is encourag'd by their Gain ; 
Bur he that Jeaves a Greatneſs ſo well known 
Merely to ſerye his Prince, is Loyal Monk alone. 
XV. 

For who but he would kave the Bowers of Peace 
Of bleſt Contentment and delightful Eaſe; 
To war with Blaſts and Feyers of the Skies, 
Half buz'd to death by Buccaneering Flies, 
Who would the tireſome Voyage undergo, 
When Profit has no Golden face to ſhow? 
Or who but he the hot Fatigue would bear, 
And leave New: Hall to be a Viceroy" there ? 


X VI. 
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* New-H4ll, the true E/izium"6f the HEY - 
The glorious Scat of ancient Royalty, >>" | 
Where Art and Nature ſeemby cap 
'To ſtrive, which ſhall be Maſter of rheir* king | 
And as the pretious Ore in Golden Mines, Fe I9EL 
Nature produces; bur *tis*Att-rhiat coins; 7-108 
So ſhe by Paradiſe this Model drew, © 0 7 © 
And Art improv'd the Beauties as they grew; 2 
X VIE. | 
The curious Gardens char dclioht the Bye, , 
Shew the:gay Scene of bleſt Variery 54+ 793 (. 
Sweet as a Virgin thar/hav-mevet” kndwvn - '- + © 
The ſcorching paſſions- of the — I ws 
Ceres and Flora here their Bbvitry ſhow! 0 7 4121 - 
1And Fruits and Flowers fo Luxurious! grow ; S 
As Adam here had us'd his prmmitive Spade, 


m_ 


And from his Maker hasjuſt learnt theTrade: 
* A ſhort Character of New-Hal!, his Grace's Houſe in E/x. 
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Next taks the Park and proſpet in your vicy, 
Apelles never ſuch 2 Landſhape dre, | 
'. Tall Sans of cth thee quarters of a Mile 1: 
Weaving their Branches,: frame'a woad'rous Ifle : 
Here the poor Traveller.celicf ro gain | 
From rhe oppreſſing Storms of Wind and Rain, 
Tird with his tedioys Joyrney {lacks his pace, 
Sits down, looks /round; and wonders at the Place. | 
FI0G: 
| The Nightipgals in every.Grove impart, 
_ By Nature, Airs thavneed a9 help of Art ; 
No Artiſt ſeat. from-J4aly comes there, 
And yxt.nq Eunuchever ſung fo rare, 
| Curſe your ill Stars, ye-poor diſgender'd Crew, 
Each Lianet has a better Fate than you, 


For they can in the charming Chorss join, 


| —_ my "| Fra _ — —_— s 


And yer eqjpy the Pleaſures of their kind. 
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The happy Herds of Dcar then' Feaſting ſee 


Emblems of Innocence and Amity, - 


To We _ ” 
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That feed and love together, couch and riſe, 

Never debauch'd with ſtrife or mortal Vice, 

Bur filently their great Creator praife ; 

And it they chance to ſee a human Face, 

With eager ſpeed, they from the Objc&tcun, 

And gaze and wonder at the Monſter, Man. 
XX1I, 

Refle&, vain Creature, with erre&ed Face, 
That claim'ſt command o'er the four-footed- Race; , 
How much thy lazy Virtue they'd aut do, 

If they were bleſt with ſacred Reaſon too 3 
Proud of thy Gifts, yet Heaven in them do find 
More truth, nay more Religion in their kind, 
From Schiſms, falſe Dorine, and Ambition free, 
And pride the darling Sin of poor Mortality. 


= XXII, 
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Here ere the Lawns with Summer bleſſings 
crown'd, 


Pleas'd with their luſty Health they nimbly bound” 

Free from the, Weathers wild ingrateful ſtorms 

The crembling, Hares fit: quiet in their Forms: 

Sweet {niclling Panthers of whole Spots we read 

In madern-Pamphlet, hece may welcome feed, 

But yer noBapriſt Boar,nor foaming Bear can graze, 

Nor one Immortal Hind in all the Place, 
*XXIIL 

. When the great General with Victorious Sword, 

Thrice happy Exg/ands beſt of Kings reſtor'd ; 

When Crouds were to Obedience forc'd to bow, 

And old Rebelljons Gjant-head lay low : 

The mighty Genius of this God of War, 


. Big with his Merit, did this Place prepare; 


And ſmiling on him with an awful Grace, | 
Spoke thus, Thou wondrous Man reſt here in Peace. 


XXIV. 
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Here let thy glaſs of Lite in quiet run, 
And let the World admire what thou haſt done, 
Thou, that from Chaos didſt to order bring, 
Diſſenting Crowds, that ſhuffled out the King, 
And when black gathering Clowds of Miſchief grew 
Too dark, for any but thy Eyes to view, 
Thar all che jarring parts thy power might know, 
Spak'(t loud, let there be Light, and ir was fac! 


| 6/4 X Ve | 
This ſaid, the Genius bow'd his awful head, 


And at his Fcer the conquer'd Trophies laid ; 
From hence a Series of new Years ran on 

Till chrong'd withTime this great criumphant Man, 
Like ſome tall loity Pine with bleſſings croiwn'd, . 


Sunk with his mellow Glorics to the ground, 


| Leaving behind a Theme far merc ſublime 


Than Cer agen will grace ſucceeding Time. 


| 'XX VII. 
Sir, ſtill in you we the old Hero ſee 


The ſame true Courage, and true Loyalty, 
The 
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j The Father of his Country docs return T 
| You in a Phenix rifing from his Urn, F: 
Whoſe ſtedfaſt Faith no Intereſt could ſway, W 

So well his Heart had taught him to obey ; QC 


To ſerve his Prince all Dangers would run or, | 
Dreading ho ſtormy Sea, nor nd inhoſpitable ſhore. 
XXVII. 
Yet tho this Sir, on Dutics ſcore you do, 
Reaſon adviſes to be cautious too ; 
When from high Towers youſeerthe dazling height, 
"Twere dire&t madneſs to precipitate. 


Hard is the Game you long have had to play, 


. Many would have you go, and more to ſtay, 
To keep you here, ſtill wiſh your faithful Friends ; 
Bur Og, would have you gone for his own ends. 

XXVIII. 75 

Projetting Og, by you like Taper ſnuff, 7 

Like Spider now with innate Venom putt, 
A Bulk fincere, but there's no Faith in thar, / 


' For all Men are not honeſt that arc far. | 


This 


———— 


' 


The braveſt Man is ſtil! the trueſt Friend : 
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This Age by a new jugling Fallacy, 
Fattens thoſe moſt 'who beſt can Cheat and Lye ; 
Who with next Heir at Law would truſt his health, 


Or who a bloated Bancrupt with his wealth 2 
XXIX. 
To Fame and "Truth your Soul did ever bend, 


Heaven its beſt Graces to your Heart diſclds'd, 
There all the Elements fo well compos'd, 
That no unruly Paſſion dares aſpire, 
Not too much Earth, nor yer too little Fire ; 
Burt in your Boſom form'd, all - 20d move, 
Yoy thew at once the Eagle a8 the Dove. 
| 1 XRX- | 
Forgive me Sir, that I theſe Truths relate, ' 
And believe Flattery is a thing I hate; 
The. Courtier's Gloſs to varniſh his dull Speech, 
Could I have flatrer'd well I had been Rich; 
A well form'd Paraſite's an Art fo dear, | 
I might have got three hundred Pound a year, 
That 
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E That now can boaſt no greater Wealth my duc, 


* Than a good CharaCtter from ſuch as You. 
XXX. FEPY 
And rich Iam in that, may then your years, 


Rowl on with Joy, and may you know no Cares, 


. May bountcous Plenty bleſs you with her Store, 
a” 


| And all the teeming Weſtern Mines with Ore, | 


May Spicy Breezes cool the parching Air, 
That no hot Ray preſume r' offend the Fair, 
And in a happy hour may England boaſt, 


She can win back the Treaſure ſh& has loſt. 


Mr. Hainetss Second Recantation 7 
_ PROLOGUE intended to be ſpoken 


. by him dreſsd in a Turkiſh habit. 


| The truth diſguis'd for Cauſe beſt known to me h 
But now what really 1 am, *— you ſee; 


Ta vain did Enz/iſh Education work, 


My Faith was fixt, I always was a Zurk; 


* Stroking his Muſtaches, Beſides 


] M. Reconverſion, Sirs, you hcard of Jare, 
| I rold you I was turn'd, but not to whar, 
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Beſides my rambling Steps ere I came home, - J 
Conſtantinople reach'd as well as Rome, | 
And by the Mufti, who nice Virtue priz'd, 
For being ſo Circumſpe&t, was Circumcis'd 3 
Tis true, I did endeavor to refuſe, 
That dam'd old filly Cuſtom of the Jews, 
Becauſe I was-aſham'd of being ſhown, 
I was too plump a Babe, an 1nfant too well grown; 
But they would finiſh what they had begun, 
So between Turk and Few my Jobb was done ; 
I wiſh the promis'd bleſſing may appear, 
I'm ſure, I bought Religion plaguy dear; 
For to be free, I greater Danger ran 
Of being an Eunuch, than a Muſlſclman ; 
Bur Conſtancy takes ſtrangly in that Place, 
My manly Suffering won the Peoples Grace, 
' I gain'd their Hearts, their chiefeſt Secrers ſaw, 
We whor'd and got Drunk contrary to Law: 


I had five Wives, thank the dear Prophet for it, 


A Black, a Ble) 7, 2 Brown, a Fair, a Carrot, 


And by the way, *tis worth your Obſervation. | \ 
To note, the follid Wiſdom of that Nation : ? 
Wives, arelike Spannels there, and when ye marry 1 
You nced but whiſtle, Wife muft fetch and carry, | « 
A: pretier Cuſtom, if I underſtand, ] 


' Than'tis in Exg/and here where they Command 
The Ladies here may without Scandal fhew 
Face, or white Bubbics, ro cach Ogling Beau ; 


] 

I 

; Þ 
But there cloſe yeil'd, not one kind Glance can fall, | 
She that once ſhews her Face, will ſhew ye all ; - 7 
. 


Wits there are too, bur Poet there's bur one, 
A huge unweildy jarring Lute and Tuan, 
That ſpite of all my Parts the Laurel won, 

Not for his sk.ill in Satyr, or in Lyricks, 

Or tor his humble Stilc in lofty Pancgyricks, 

Or the rarc Images that ſwell his Noddle, 7 
Bur ſitting up and Joking o'er a Bottle. 
His Patron's Wit, {till as his own is us'd, 


Yer never had a Friend, but he abus'd, 


W hat 


a 
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Whar is his own has neither Plot nor Soul, -- 
Nor ever one good thought but what he ſtole; 
Eating, not Writing, is his proper FunCtion, 
Supper's his Sacrament, his Extreme UnCtion 3 


Like Whores condernn'd, thar free themſelves from 
Chains ; 
He pleaded for't his Belly, I my Brains, 


But Poet Belly routed Poet Hanes : 

Miſſing this Poſt, 1 ger into the Wars, 

Burt finding quickly there's were real jars, 
Not liking that robuſt Confuſion there, 
Sneak'd off in time, to get Commitſion here, 


Well knowing that what ever wrongs are righting, ' 


You London Blades, have wiſer ways than fighting. 
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| Books Printed for Abel Roper, at + the 
Bell near *Temple-Bar. 


I. Weeks Exerciſe preparatory towards the 
EE Reception'ot the Holy Communion ; Dedi- 
cated to the Princeſs of Denmark, by W. W. 


t- 2. Lite agd Reign of Innocent the Eleventh, 
late- Pope of Rome, : 
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Books Printed for John Bullord, at the 
Old Black Bear in St. Paul's Church 
lard. 


x. A Critical Hiſtory of the Text of the New 

A Teſtament; Wherein is firmly Eſtabliſh'd 
the Truth of thoſe Ads, on which the Foundtiaon 
of Chriſtian Religion is laid. By R. Simon, Prieſt, 


2. A View of the true Intereſt of the. ſeveral 
States of Europe ſince the Acceſſion of their Pre- 
fent Majeſties to the: Imperiat Crown of Great 
Britain. Alſo ſhewing the many Advantages of 
a ſtrict Union in Oppoſition to the Unjuſt Uſur- 
pations and Falſe Pretenſions of the French King- 
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